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P O E M S 

BY THE 

EARL OF ROSCOMMON. 
AN ESSAY 

O N 
TRANSLATED VERSE, 

TT A P P Y that author,, whofe correft * efiay 
•*- -*- Repairs fo well our old Horatian way : 
And happy you, who (by propitious fate) 
On great Apollo's facred. ftandard wait, 
And with ftri£jt difcipline inftru6led right, 
Have Icarn'd to ufe your arms before you fight* 
But fince the prcfs, the pulpit, and the ftage, 
Confpire to Qenfure and expolc our age : 
Provok'd too far, we refolutely muft. 
To the few virtues that wc have, be juft. 

♦ John- Sheffield dUke of Buckinghamfiiire. 
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«i4 ROSCOMMON'S' POEMS. 
For who have longM, or who have labourM more 
T(viearch the treafures of the Roman (lore ; 
Or dig in Gredan mines for purer ore ? 
The nobleft fruits tranfplanted in our ifle 
With early hope and fragrant bloflbms fmiie. 
Familiar Ovid tender thoughts infpires, 
And nature feconds all his foft defires : 
Theocritus does now to us belong ; 
And Albion's rocks repeat his rural fong. 
Who has not heaitl how Italy was bleft^ 
A^ve the Medett, above the wealthy Eaft ? 
Or Gallus' fong, fo tender and fo true. 
As ev*n Lycoris might with pity view 1 
When mourning nymphs attend their Daphnis' hearle. 
Who does not weep that reads the moving verfe ! 
But hear, oh hear, in what exalted {trains 
Sicilian Mufes through theie happy plains 
Proclaim Satumian times — our own Apollo reigns ! 
When France had breathM, after inteftine broils. 
And peace and conqueft crowned her foreign toils. 
There (cultivated by a royal hand) 
Learning grew faft, and fpread, and bleft the land ; 
The choiccft books that Rome or Greece have known. 
Her excellent tranflarors made her own : 
And Europe ftill confiderably gains. 
Both by their good example and their pains. 
From hence our generous emulation came. 
We undertook, and we performed the fame. 
But now, we fliew the world a nobler way. 
And in tranilated verfe do more than they ; 
►, . Serene 
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Serene, and clear, harmonious Horace flows 

With fweetneis not to be ezpreft in profe : 

Degrading profe explains his neaning iil. 

And fhews the ftuff, bat not the workman's fcill « 

I (who have fcrv*d him more than twenty yean) 

Scarce know my mafter as he there appears. 

Vain sih onr neighbours hopes, and vain their caittt, 

The fault is more their language's than dieh^ e 

'Tis ctortly, florid, and abounds in wcn^s 

Of fofter found than oin% petlmps aflbrds^ 

But who did ever in FrcBch authors fee ^ 

The comprehenlivc Engliifli cncr y ^ 

The weighty bullion of one fterling lint. 

Drawn to French wire, t\t>uld through whc^ pagesfliitte* 

I fpeak my pri^'aee, but impartial fenfe, 

With freedom, aird (I hope) without offence ? . 

For I '11 recant^ \rfien France can fhcw me wit. 

As ftrong as ours, and as fuccinftly writ. 

*Tis true, compoflng is the nobler part. 

But good tranilation is no eafy art* 

For though materials have long fmCe been found. 

Yet both your fancy and your hands are bound 5 

And by improving what was writ before. 

Invention labours lefs, but judgment mofe. 

The foil intended for Pierian feeds 
Muft bc^well purg'd from rank pedantic weeds; 
Apollo (laits, and all PamafTus fhakcs, 
At the rude rumbling Baralipton makes, 
For none have been with admiiatlon read, 
But who (bcfide their learning) were well bred, 

P 4 The 



aiS JROSCOMMON'S POEM^. 

The firft great work (a taik performed by fe\v> 
Is, that yourfelf may to yonrfelf be true : 
No maik, no tricks, no favour, no rcfcrrc 5 
Diffe6i^ your mind, examine every nerve. 
Whoever vainly on his ftrength depends. 
Begins like Virgil, but like Maevius ends. 
That wretch (in fpite of his forgotten rhymes) 
Condemn'd to live to all fucceeding times. 
With pompous nonfenfe and a bellowing found 
Sung lofty Uium, tumbling to the ground. 
And (if my Mufe can through paft ages fee) 
That noify, naufeous, gaping fool was he 5 
Exploded, when with univcrfal fcom. 
The mountains labour'd and a moufe was bom. 
Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny wieftler cries> 
Audacious mortals, and be timely wife ! 
'Tis I .that call, remember Milo's end^ 
Wedg'd in thi^ timber, which he ftrove to rend^ 

Each poet with a different talent writes. 
One praifes, one inflru£^s, another bites* 
Horace did ne'er afpire to Epic bays. 

Nor lofty Maro ftoop to Lyric lays. 

Examine how your humour is inclined. 

And which the ruling pafiion of your mind ; 

Then, fcek a poet who your way does bend. 

And choofe an author as you choofe a friend. 

United by this fympatfaetic bond. 

You grow familiar, intimate, and fond ; 

Your thoughts, your words, your ftylcs, your fouls agree^ 

No longer his interpreter, but he. 

With 



ItOSCOMMON'S POEMS. 217 
With how much cafe is a young Mufe betray'd ! 
How nice the reputation of the maid ! 
Your early, kind, paternal care appears. 
By chafte infbru£kion of her tender years. 
The firft impreflion in her infant bread 
Will be the deepeft, and Ihould be the bed. 
Let not aufterity breed fervile fear. 
No wanton found offend her virgin ear. 
Secure ^m fooiiih pride's afie£led (late. 
And fpecious flattery's, more pernicious bait. 
Habitual innocence adorns her thoughts. 
But your negle6l muft anfwer for her faulty* 

Immodeft words admit of no defence ; 
For want of decency is want of fenfe. 
What moderate fop would rake the Park or (lews, 
Who among troops of faultlefs nymphs may cbooie f 
Variety of fuch is to be found ; 

Take then a fubje£l: proper to expound : 

But moiaiV great, and worth a poet's voice,. 

For men of fenfe defpiie a trivial choice : 

And fuch applauie it nuift expe£l to meet. 

As would fbme painter bufy in a ftreet. 

To copy bulls and bears, and every fign. 

That calls the flaring fots to nafly wine*. 
Yet 'tis not all to have a fubjefl good. 

It mufl delight us when 'tis undeiflood. 

He that brings fulfome obje£ls to my view,, 

(As many old have done, and many new) 

With naufeous images my fancy fills, 

And all goes down like oxymel of fquills. 

Inflrua; 
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Inftru^t the liftcning world liow Maro fings 
Of ufeful fubjefts and of lofty things. 
Thcfe will fuch true, fuch bright ideas raiic. 
As merit gratitude, as well as praife : 
But foul defcriptions are offenfive ftill, 
Either for being like, or being ill. 
For who, without a qualm, hath ever look'd 
On holy g^trbage, though by Homer cook*d > 
Whofe railing heroes, and whofe wounded Gods^^ 
Makes foifie fufpefb he fnores, as well 'as nods. 
But I offend — Virgil begins to frown, 
And Hora<5e looks with indignation down ; 
My blufhing Mufe with confcious fear retires^ 
And whom they like, implicitly admires. 

On fure foundations let your fftbric rife^ 
And with attraftive majefty furprifo, 
Not by affe6^ed meretricious arts. 
But ftrift harmonious fymmetry of parts j 
Which throXigh the whole infenfibly muft paft. 
With vital heat to animzrre the mafs s 
A pure, an ^£live, an aufpicious flame, 
And bright as heaven, from whence the bleffmg came*; 
But few, oh few fouls, praeordainM by fate, 
The race of Gods, have reach'd that cnvy'd height. 
No Rebel-Titabi's facYilegrous crime, 
By heaping hills on hills can hither climb : 
The grizly ferryman of hell deny*d' 
£neas entrahce, till he knew his guide : 
How juftly then will impious mortals fall, 
W^ofe pride would (bar to heaven wididut a call ! 

Pride 
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Pride (of all others the moft dangerous fault) 
Proceeds from waAt of {enCe, or want of thought. 
The men^ who labour and digeft things moft. 
Will be niuch apter to defpond than boaft : 
For if your author be profoundly good, 
Twill coft you dear before he *8 underftood. 
How many ages iince has Virgil writ \ 
How few «re they who underftand him yet ! 
Approach his altars with religious fear. 
No vulgar deity inhabits there : 
Heaven Ihakes «ot more at Jove's imperial nod. 
Than poets ihould before their Mantuan God. 
Hail mighty Maro ! may that facred name 
Kindle my breaft with thy celeftial flame j 
Sublime ideas and apt words infufe. 
The Mirfe inftruft my voice, and thou infpire the Mufel 

What I have inftancM only in the beft. 
Is, in proportion, true of all the reft. 
Take pains the genuine meaning to explore. 
There fweat, there ftrain, tug the laborious oar j 
Search every comment that your care can find, 
Some here, fome there, may hit the poet*s mind ; 
Yet be not blindly guided by the throng ; 
The multitude is always in the wrong. 
When things appear unnatural or hard, 
Confult your author, with himfelf compar'd ; 
Who knows what bleffing Phoebus may beftow. 
And future ages to your labour owe > 
Such fecrets are not eaiily found out, 
But| once difcover*4» leave no room ^r doubt. 

Truth 
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Truth ftamps coiivi£^ion in. your ravilh'd'breaft^ 
And peace and joy attend ^e glorious guefi. 

Truth (till is one j truth is divinely bright^ 
No cloudy doubts obfcureiher native light ; 
While in your thoiights you find the leaft debate^ 
You may confound, but never can tranilate. 
Your ftylc will this through all difguifes (how,. 
For none explain more clearly than they know*. 
He only proves he undexftands a text,. 
Whofe exposition leaves it unperplex'd. 
They who too faithfully on names iiififly 
Rather create than diflipate the mift ; 
And' grow unjufi by being over-nice,: 
(For fuperftitious virtue turns to vice.), 
Let Craffus's f ghoft and Labienus tell 
How twice in Parthian plains their legions felt,. 
Since Rome hath been fo jcalcus of her fame. 
That few know Pacorus' or Monaefes* name. 

Words in one language elegantly us'd, 
Will hardly in another be excus'd. ' 
And fome that Rome admired in Caefar's time,^ 
May neither fuit our genius nor our clime.. 
The genuine fenfe, intelligibly told, 
Shews a tranilator both difcreet and bold> 

Excurfions are inexpiably bad ; 
And 'tis much fafer to leave out than add. 
Abftrufe and mydic thoughts you mufl exprefs 
With painful care, but feeming eafinefs ; 
For truth fhincs brighteft through the plaineft drefs. 

t Hor. 3, Od. vi» 

Th'^^ncan 
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Th' iBnean Mtt<e, when (he appears in ftate. 
Makes all }ovfe*8 thunder on her vcrfes wait. 
Yet writes fometimes as foft and moving thinga 
As Venus fpeaks, or Philomela fings. 
Your author always will the beft advife. 
Fall whenrhe falls, and when he rifes rift. 
AfTefted noife is the moft wretched thing. 
That to contempt can empty fcriblers bring. 
Vowels and accents, regularly plac'd, 
On even fyllables (and ftill the lafV) 
Though grofs innumerable faults abound, 
In fpite of nonfenfe, never fail of found. 
But this is meant of even verCc alone, 
As being moil harmonious and moft known*; 
For if you will unequal numbers try. 
There accents on odd fyllables muft lie. 
"Whatever fifter of the learned Nine 
Does to your fuit a willing ear incline. 
Urge your fuccefe, deferve a lafting name. 
She '11 crown a grateful and a conflant flame* 
But, lif a wild uncertainty prevail. 
And turn your veering heart with every gale, 
You lofe the fruit of all your former care, 
^or the fad profpeft of a juft defpair. 

A quaok (too fcandalouily mean to name) 
•Had, by man-midwifery, gof wealth and fame : 
As if Lucina had forgot her trade. 
The labouring wife invokes his furer aid. 
Well-ieafon'd bowls the goffip's fpirits raift, 
'3U^ho^ while (he ^zzles^ chats the dodor's praiie? 

And 
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And largely* what &» waats in words, fupj^ks. 
With maudlin-eloquence of trickling eyes. 
But wl^t a thottghtlefs animal is man! 
(How very a£live in his own trepan !) 
For, greedy of phyficians ^quent fees, 
From female mellow praife he takes degree»; 
Struts in a new unlicensed gown, and then 
From favii\g women falls to killing men... 
Another fuch had left the nation thin, 
^ In fpite of all the children he brought in,. 
His pills as thick as hand-granadoes flew ; 
And where they fell, as certainly they flew ; 
His name flruck every where as great a damp» 
As Archimedes through the Roman camp. 
With this, the dodlor's pride began to cool ; 
For flnarting fo.undly may convince a fool. 
But now repentance came too late for grace s 
And meagre Famine flar'd him in the face ; 
Fain would he to- the wives be reconcil'd. 
But found no huiband left to own a child. 
The friends, that got the brats, were poifon'd toO| 
In this fad cafe, wh^t could our vermin do > 
Worry M with debts and pail all hope of bail, 
Th* unpityM wretch lies rotting in a jail : 
And there with baiket-alms, fcarce kept alive, 
. Shews how miflaken talenfs ought to thrive. 
I pity, from my foul, unhappy men. 
Compelled by want to proflitute their pen ; 
Who muft, like lawyers, either ftarve or plead. 
And follow^ right or wrong, where guineas lead ! 

But 
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But you, Poiiq>ilis^y wealthy, paii^r'd heirs. 

Who to your country owe your fword» and careiy 

Let no vain hope your eafy mind &duce» 

For rich ill poets are without excufe. 

*Tis very dangerous, tampering with a Muie, 

The profit 's fmali and you have much to loie $ 

For though true wit adorns your birdi or place* 

Degenerate lines degrade th' attainted race* 

No poet any paffion can excite. 

But what they feel traniport them when they writr* 

Have you been led thxpugh the CumaoaB- cave» 

And heard th' inpatient maid divinely rave ^ 

I hear her now ; I fee her rolling eyes : 

And panting ; I^o ! the god, the god, (he cries; 

With words not hers, aild more than human found 

She makes th' obedient ghofls peep trembling througis. 

the ground. 
But, though we muft obey when heavoi oommand^f 
And man in vain the facred call withftands. 
Beware what fpirit rages in your bread ; 
For ten infpir'd, ten thoui^nd are pofleil. 
Thus make, the proper ule of each extreme, 
And write with fury, but corre£k with phlegm^ 
As when the chearful hours too freely pafs. 
And fparkling wine fmiles in the tempting gla&g 
Your pulfe adviies, and begins to beat 
Through every fwelling vein a loud retreat » 
So when a Muie propitioufly invites, 
Improve her favours, and iwHilge her fli^ilt| 
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But when you find that vigorous heat abate^ 
Leave oflT, and for another fununons wait. 
Before the radiant fun, a glimmering lamp. 
Adulterate metals to the fterling ftamp, 
Appear not meaneri than mere human lines, 
Compar'd with thofe wfaofe infpiration fhines : 
Theie nervous, bold ; thole languid and remifs ; 
There, cold&lutes; but here, a, lover's kifs. 
Thus have I feen a rapid, headlong tide, 
Witlvfoaming waves the paffive Soane divide ; 
Whofe lazy waters without motion lay, 
While he, with eager force, urg'd his impetuous way. 

The privilege that ancient poets claim. 
Now tufri'd to liccnie by too juft a name, 
Belongs to none but an eftablilh'd fame, 
Which fcoms to take it — 
Abfurd expreflions, crude, abortive thoughts. 
All the lewd legion of exploded faults. 
Bale fugitives to that afylum fly. 
And facred laws with infolence defy. 
Not thus our heroes of the former days, 
Deferv*d and gain'd their never-fading bays t 
For I miftake, or far the greateft part 
Of what fome call negle£^, was ftudy'd art* 
When Virgil ieems to trifle in a line, 
'Tis like a warning-piece, which gives the fign 
To wake your fancy, and prepare your light. 
To reach the noble height of fome unufual flight* 
I lofe my patience,, when with faucy pride, 
Bf .uatun'd ears I hear his numbers tiy'd. 

Reverie 
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Reverfe of nature \ fhall fuch copies then 
Arraigii th' originals of Maro's pen ! 
And the rude notions of pedantic fchools 
Biaf^^me the facred founder of our rules I 

The delicacy of the niceft ear 
Finds nothing harih or out of order there* 
Sublime or low, unbended or inten(e» 
The found is ftill a comment to the fenle. 

A ikilful ear in numbers fliould prefide. 
And all difputes without a^ieal decide. > 

This ancient Rome and elder Athens founds 
Before miftaken ftops debauch'd the found. 

When, by impulie from heaven, Tyctaeus fung^ 
In drooping foldiers a new courage fprung ; 
Reviving Sparta no\y the fight maintained, « 

And what two generals loft a poet galnM. 
By fccret influehce of indulgent ficies,. 
Empire and poefy together rife. 
True )X)ets are the guardians of a ibte,^ 
And, when they fail, portend approaching fate*. 
I^or that which Rome to conqueft did infpire. 
Was not the Veftal, but the Mufes* fire ; 
Heaven joins the bleilmgs : Ko declining age 
£*cr felt the raptures of poetic rage. 

Of many faults, rhyme is (perhaps^ the caufe ; 
Too ftrif^ to rhyme, we flight more u&ful laws. 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known> 
Till by barbarian deluges overflown : 
Subdued, undone, they £d at laft obey, \ 
And change their o^m for their invaders' way. 

Q^ I ^rant 
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I grsint that' from fome moify, idol oak. 
In double rhymes our Thor and Woden fpoke i 
And by fucceflion of unlearned times, 
As Bards began, fo Monks rung on the chimes. " 

But now that Phoebus and the facrcd Nine, 
With all their beams on our bleft ifland ihine. 
Why fliould not we their ancient rites reftore, 
And be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 

* * Have we forgot how Raphael's numerous profc 
' Led our exalted fouls through heavenly camps, 

* And mark'd the ground where proud apoftate thrones 

* Defy'd Jehovah ! Here, 'twixt hoft and hoft, 

* (A narrow, but a dreadful interval) 

* Portentous fight ! before the cloudy van 

* Satan with vaft and haughty ftrides advanced, 

* Came towering arm*d in adamant and gold. 

* There bellowing engines, with their fiery tubes, 

* Difpers'd aethcreal forms, and do\^ii they fell 
' By thoufands, angels en arch-angels rolPd ; 
< Recovtr'd, to the hills they ran, they flew, 

* Which (with their ponderous load, rocks, waters^ 

* woods) 

* From their firm feats torn by the fhaggy tops 

* They bore like Ihields before them through the air, 

* Till more incens'd they hurld them at their foes. 

* All was confufion, heaven's foundations ihook, 

* Threatriing no lefs than univerfal wreck, 

* For Michael's arm main promontories flung, 

* An cffay>on blank verfe, out of Paradife Loft,' B. VI.* 

' And 
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* And over-preft whole legions weak with fin : 

* Yet they blafphem'd and ftrugglcd as they lay, 

* Till the great cnfign of Mefliah blaz'd, 

* And (armM with vengeance) God's vi6U)rious Son 

* (Effulgence of paternal deity) 

* Grafping ten thoufand thunders in bis hand, 

* Drove th' old original rebels headlong do\yn, 

* And fcnt thetn flaming to the vaft abyfs.' 
O may I live to hail the glorious day, 

And fing loud paeans through the crowded way, 
When in triumphant ftate the Britifli Mufc, . 
True to herfeif, (hall barbarous aid refufe, 
And in the Roman majefty appear. 
Which none know better, and none come fo near. 
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CXLVIIIth PSALM. 
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O Azure vaults ! O cryff al Iky 1 
The world's tranfparcnt canopy, . 
Break your long filence, and let mortals know 
With what contempt you look on things below, 

Wing'd fquadrons of the god of war. 

Who conquer wherefoe'cr you are, 
Let echoing anthems make his praifes koown 
On.eai:th his footftool, as in heaven his throne. 

Q^a Great 
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Great ey« ef all, whoie glorioufi. ray 
Rules the bright ea]nr& of the day, 
O.pvaife hi^ n&mo, without whpfe parer light 
Thou hadit been hid in an abyfs of night. 

Ye moon and planets » who difjpenfe. 
By God's command, your influence i 
Reiign to him> as your Creator due. 
That veneration which men pay to yoa» 

Fairefty as well as firft, of things. 
From whom all joy, all beauty fprings ; 
O praife th' Almighty Ruler of the globe. 
Who ufeth thee for his empyreal robe. 

Praife him ye loud harmonious fpheres, 
Whofe facred ftamp all nature bears, 
Who did all forms from the rude, chaos draw, 
And whofe command is th* univerfal law : 

Ye watery mountains of the iky, 

And you fo far above eur eye, 
Vaft ever-moving orbs, exalt his name. 
Who gair/B its being to your glorious frame. 

Yc dragOns, whofe contagious breath 

Peoples the dark retreats of death. 
Change your fierce hiiling into joyful fotig^ 
And praife your Maker wxth-jfour forked tongue. 



Praife 
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Praiie him, ye monflers of the deep» 

^hat in the (eas vaft bolbms ileep^ 
At whoi^ command the foaming billows roar. 
Yet know their liraitSy tremble and adore. 

Ye mills and vi^urs, hail and fiiow. 
And you who through the cohcave blow. 

Swift executors of his holy word. 

Whirlwinds and tempefts, praife th' Almighty Lord* / 

Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem lefs than mole-hills do to you, 
Remenifaer how, when firft Jehovah (poke» 
AU heaven was fire, and Sinai hid in fmoke* 

Pfi^ife him, fweet olTspring of the giound. 

With heavenly ned^ar yearly crown 'd 5 
And ye tall cedars, celebrate his praiie. 
That in his temf^ iacred altars raife* 

Idle muficians of the ipring, 

Whofe only care 's to love and Ang, 
Fly through the world, and let your ti-embling throat 
Praiie your Creator with the fweeteft note« 

Praiie him each favage furious beafl, 

That on his ftores do daily feaft ; 
And you tame (laves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your Creator bow. 

Q^ Majeftic 
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Majeflic monarchs, mortal gods, 
Whofe power hath here no periods. 
May all attempts againll your crowns be vain 9 
But ftill remember by whofe power you reign. 

Let the wide world his praifes fing. 
Where Tagus and Euphrates fpring. 
And from the Danube's frofty banks, to thofe 
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flews » 

You that difpofe of all our lives, 
Praife him from whom your power derives 5 
Be true and juft like him, and fear his word. 
As much as malefactors do your fword. 

Praife him, old monuments of time ; 

O praife him in your youthful prime ; 
Praife him, fair idols of our greedy fenfe ; 
Exalt his name, fwect age of innocence, 

Jehovah's name fhall only lail. 

When heaven, and earth, and all is pad : 

Nothing, great God, is to be found in thee. 

But unconceivable eternity. 

Exalt, O Jacob's facred race. 
The God of gods, the God of grace ; 
Who will above the ftars your empire raifc. 
And with his glory recompenfe jour praife. 
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A PROLOGUE, 

SPOKENTO 

His Royal Highnefs the DUKE of YORK, 

At Edinburgh, 

"TOLLY and vice are eafy to defcribc, ^ 

^ The common fubje£ls of our rcribbiing tribe j 

But when true virtues, with unclouded lights 

All great, all royal, (hine divinely bright, 

Our eyes are dazzled, and our voice is weak ; 

Let England, Flanders, let all Europe fpcak, *" 

Let France acknowledge that her Ihaken throne 

Was once fupported, Sir, by you alone : 

Banilh'd from thence for an ufurper's fake. 

Yet trufted then with her laft defperate flake ; 

When wealthy neighbours flrove with us for power^. 

Let the fca tell, how in their fatal hour. 

Swift as an eagle, our vidtorious prince,. 

Great Britain's genius, flew to her defence ; 

His name flruck feai*, his conduct won the day, 

He came, he faw, he feiz'd the ftruggling prey, 

And while the heavens were fire and th* ocean bloody . 

Confirm'd our empire o'er the conquerM floo4« 

O happy iflands, if you knew your blifs ! 
Strong by the fca's proteftion, fafe by his ! 
Exprefs your gratitude the only way. 
And humbly OYvn a debt too vaft to pay : 

0^4 T-^ 
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Let Fame aloud to future ages tell. 

None e'er commanded, none obey'd fo well ; 

While this high courage, this undaunted mind. 

So loyal, fo fubmiffively refign'd, 

Proclaim that fuch a hero never iprings, 

But from the uncorrupted blood of kings. 

SONG. 

On a jrcuDg Lady who fung finely, and W9i 
afraid of a Cold. 

TTTINTEBL, thy cruelty extend, 
^^ Till fatal tempefls fwell the fea. 
In vain let finking pilots pray ; 

Beneath thy yoke let Nature bend^ 
Let piercing froft, and lafting fnow, 
Thipugh woods and fields dcfiru£tion fow f 

Yet we unmov'd will fit and (mile. 
While you dtefe lefier ills create, 
Thefe we can bear; but, gentle Fate, 

And thou, bleft Genius of our ifle. 
From Winter's rage defend her voice^ 
At which die liflening Gods rejoice. 

May that celeftial (bund each day 
With extafy traniport our fouls, 
Whilft all our pafiians it controls, 

And kindly drives our cares away j 
Let no ungentle cold deflroy. 
All tafle we have of heavenly joy ! 

VIRGIL'S 
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VIRGIL'S SIXTH ECLOGUE, 
S I L £ N V S. 

THE AUtJUM'ENT. 

TTwo young flicpherds, Chfomis and Mnafylus, having 
l>een often promifed a fimg by Silenus^ chance to 
catch him aflccp in this Eclogue 5 where they bind" 
him hand and foot, and then claim his promile. 
^ilenus, finding they would be put off no longer, 
begins his fong, in which he defcribes the fonnation 
t>f the univerfe, and the original of animals, ac- 
cording to the Epicurean philofophy; and then runt 
through the moft fuiprifing transformations wljch 
have happened in t^iture :fince her birth. This 
Eclogue was deligned as a compliment to Syro die 
Epicurean, who inftrufted Virgil and Varus in the 
j)rinciples of that philofophy. Silenus a6ls as tutor, 
Chromis and Mnafylus as:die two pupils* 

T Firit of Romans ibop'd to rural Ihains, 
-^ Nor biufh'd to dwell among Sicilian fwain^ 
When my ThaUa raised her bolder voice. 
And kings and battles were her lofty choice, 
Phcebus did kindly humbler thoughts infufe, 
And with this whiijperxheck th' a^inng Mufe 

A ihepherd 
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A fhepherdy Titynis, his flocks fhould feed> 
And choofe a fubjed fuited to his reed. 
Thus I (while each ambitious pen prepares 
To write thy praifes, Varus, and thy wars) . 
Mypaftoral tribute in low numbers pay, 
And though I once prefumM, I only now obey. 

But yet (if any \Mith indulgent eyes 
Can look on this, and fuch a trifle prize) 
Thee only, Varus, our glad fwains fhall iing^ 
And every grove and every echo ring. 
Phoebus delights in Varus' favourite name. 
And none who under that protection came 
Was ever ill received, or unfecure of fame. 

PixKeed my Mufe. 
Young Chromis and Mnafylus chanc*d to ftray 
Where (fleeping in a cave) Silenus lay, 
Whofe conftant cups fly fuming to his brain, 
Ana always boil in each extended vein ; 
His trufty flaggon, full of potent juice. 
Was hanging by, worn thin with age and ufe j 
Drop*d from his head, a wreath lay on the ground ; 
In hafl:e they feiz'd him, and in halle they bound ; 
Eager, for both had been deluded long 
With fruitlefs hope of his inftruftive fong : 
But while with confcious fear they doubtful floods 
iEgle, the faireft NaTs of the flood. 
With a vermilion dye his temples ftain'd. 
Waking, he fmilM, and muft I then be chain*d ? 
Loofe me, he cry*d ; 'twas boldly done, to find 
And view a God, but 'tis too bold to bind. 

The 
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The promis*d verfe no longer 1*11 delay 
<She fliall be fs^tisfy'd- another way). 

With that he rais'd his tuneful voice aloud. 
The knotty oaks their liftening branches bow't 
And favage beafls and Sylvan Gods did crowd ; 

For lo ! he fung the world's ftupendous htrthy 
How fcatter'd feeds of fea, and air, and earth. 
And purer fire, through univerfal night 
And empty fpace, did fruitfully unite ; 
From whence th' innumerable race of things. 
By circular fucceflive order fprings. 

• By what degrees this earth's compared iphere 
Was harden'dy woods and rocks and towns to bear } 
How finking waters (the firm land to drain) 
FilPd the capacious deep, and form'd the main. 
While from above, adom'd with radiant ligKt, 
A new-born fun furpriz'd the dazzled fight j 
How vapours tum*d to clouds obfcure the iky. 
And clouds diffolv'd the thirfty ground fupply ; 
How the firft forefi rais'd its fhady head, 
Till when, few wandering beafls on unknown mountains ^ 
fed. . 

Then Pyrrha's ftony race rofe from the ground, 
Old Saturn reign'd with golden plenty crown'd. 
And bold Prometheus (whofe untamM defire 
Rival'd the fun with his own heavenly fire) 
Now doom*d the Scythian vulture's endlefs prey, 
Severely pays for animating clay. 
He nam'd the nymph (for who but Gods could tell >} 
Into whofe arms the lovely Hylas fell 5 - * 

Alcides 
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Alcides wept in vain for Hylas loft, 

Hylas in vain re(bunds through all the coeft. 

He with compaifinn told PafiphaeU fault. 
Ah ! wietohad queen ! whence came that guilty thougbt f 
Ipe maids of Argos, who with fnuitic cries 
And imitued iowings fill'd the ikiesy 
<Thoug)i sMtamorphos'd in their wild cdnceit) 
Did never burn with fuch unnatural hea(. 
Ah ! wretched queen 1 while you on mountains firayv 
He on foffi tkuvers his iiiowy fide does lay ; 
Or feeks in herds a more propoition'd love : 
Surround, my nymphs, fhe cries, funound the grove ; 
'Pt^mps fome footftsps printed in die clay. 
Will to my knre direft your wandermg way ; 
Perhaps, whole thus in fearch of him I roam, 
My happier rivals have intic'd him home. 

He fung how Atalanta was betray'd 
By thoie Hefperian baits her lover laid. 
And the fad fifters who to trees were tum'd. 
While with the world th' ambitious brother bum'd. 
J^ he defisrib'd was prefent to their eyes. 
And as he raisM his verie, the poplars feem*d to rife* 

He taught which Mufe did by Apollo's will 
Guide wwdennvg Gallus to th' Aoaian hill : 
<Which pl^et die God for folemn meetings chofe) 
With deep reipe£^ the learned fenate rofe, 
And Linus thus (deputed by the reft) 
The hero's welcome, and their thanks, expreis'd $ 
T)us harp of old to Heiiod did belong, 
To thiSf the Mufes' gift, join diy hamonious ibngi 

Charm'd 



Chann'd by theie ibings, trees ftarting from theground^ 
Have fbllow'd with delight the powerful ibund. , 
T*hus confecrated, thy Grynaan grove 
Shall have no equal in Apollo's love^ 

Why ihould I (peak of the Megarutn maid. 
For hove perfidious, and by love betrayed ? 
And her, who round with barking monfters artn*d. 
The wandering Greeks (ah frighted men !) alarm'd^ 
Whole only hope on.fliattcr'd (hips depends. 
While fierce fea-dogs devour die mangled friends. 

Or tell the Thracian tyrant's aher'd &ape. 
And dire revenge of Philomela's rape, 
Who to thofe woods direfts her mournful courfr. 
Where Ihe had fuffer'd by inceftuous force, 
While, loth to leave the palace too well knovra, 
Progn6 flics, hovering round, and thinks it ftill her own > 

Whatever near Eurota's happy ftream 
With laurels crown'd, had been Apollo's theme, 
Silenus fings ; the neighbouring rocks reply, 
And fend his myftic numbers through the flty ; 
Till night began to fpread her gloomy veil. 
And call'd the counted fheep from every dale ; 
The weaker light unwillingly declin'd, 
•And to prevailing.lhadbs the murmuring world refigp'd^. 



PDS 



} 



i^t itOSCOMMON'S POEM1?. 
ODE UPON SOLITUDE. 



TT AIL, facred Solitude ! from this calm bay> 
■*■-*'• I view the world's tempeihious fea, 
And with wife pride defpife 
All thofe lenfeiefs vanities : 
With pity mov'd for others, caft away 
On rocks of hopes and fears, I fee them tofs'd 
On rocks of folly, and of vice, I fee them loft : 
Some tjie prevailing malice of the great. 

Unhappy men or adverfe Fate, 
Sunk deep into the gulphs of an affli£led Hate, 
^ut more, far more, a numberlefs prodigious train, 
Whilil Virtue courts them, but alas in vain. 

Fly from her kind embracing arms. 
Deaf to her fondeft call, blind to her greateft charms. 
And, funk in pleafures and in brutilh eafe, 
They in their ihipwreck'd ilate themfclves obdurate pleafe« 

11. 
Hail, facred Solitude ! foul of my foul, 

,, It is by thee I truly live, 
'Thou doft a better life and nobler vigour give j 
Doft each unruly appetite control : 
Thy conftant quiet fills my peaceful breaft. 
With unraix'd joy, uninterrupted reft. 
Prefuming love docs ne'er invade 
^ This private folitary Ihade ; 
And, with fantaftic wounds by beauty made, 

The 
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The joy has no allay of jealoufy, hope, and fear. 
The folid comforts of this happy iphere : 

Yet I exalted Love admire, 

FriendOiip, abhorring fordid gain. 
And purify'd from Lull's difhoneil ilain : 
Nor is it for my folitude unfit. 

For I am with my friend alone. 

As if we were but one ; 
'Tis thq polluted love that multiplies, • 
But friendihip does two fouls in one comprife, 

III. 

Here in a full and' confbnt dde doth flow 
All blcflings man can hope to know ; 

Here in a diep recefs of thought we find 

Pleafures which entertain, and which exalt the mind ; ' 

Pleafures which do from friendfliip and from know- 
ledge ri(e. 

Which make us happy, as they make us wife : 

Here may I always on this downy grafs. 

Unknown, unfeen, my eafy minutes pafs : 

Till with a gentle force viftorious death 
My folitude invade, 

And, flopping for a while my breath. 

With eafe convey me to a better Ihade. 



THE 
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THE 
TWENTY-SECOND ODE 

O F T H E 

FIRST BOOK OF RORACE* 

^f7 IRTUEy dear fnend, neeA no defenccy. 
^ The ferHI gtiartf w iRnoeence : 
None knew, till guilt created fear, 
What darts or poifon'd arrows were* 

Integrity undaunted goes 
Through Libyan fand^ and Scythian fhows, 
Ob where Hydafpes* wealthy fide 
Fays tribute to the Ferfiaa pride. 

For as (by amorous thoughts betray 'd) 
Carelefs in Sabine woods I ftray'dy 
A grifly foammg wolf unfed. 
Met me unarm'dy yet trembling fied. 

No beaft of more portentous fize 
In the Hercinian foreft lies ; 
None fiercer, in Numidia bred, 
With Carthage were in triumph Icdv 

Set me in the remotefl place. 
That Neptune's frozen arms embrace ; 
Where angry Jove did never fpare 
One breath of kmd and temperate air. 

Set me where on Tome pathlefs plaia 
TOMfwarthy Africans complain^ 

T9^ 
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To fee the chariot of the Sun 

So near their fcorching country run. 

The burning zone, the frozen ifles> 
Shall hear me fing of Caelia's fmilels : 
All cold but in her breaft I will delpife. 
And dare all heat but that in Cslia's eyes. 



THE SAME IMITATED. 

I. 

VIRTUE (dear friend) needs no defence. 
No arms, but its own innocence : 
Quivers and bows, and poifon'd darts^ 
Are only us'd by guilty hearts, 

II. 

An honefl mind fafely alone 
May travel through the burning zone j 
Or through the deepeft Scythian fnows. 
Or where the fam'd Hydai^es flows, 

III. 

While, rui*d by a refiftlefs fire. 
Our great f Orinda I admire. 
The hungry wolves that fee me ftray, 
Unaroi*d and fingle, run away. 

* t Mrs. Catharine Philips. 

51 IV. 
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IV. 

Set me in the remoteft place 
That ever Neptunft did embrace ; 
When there her image fills my breaft, 
Helicon is not half fo bleft. 

V. 

Leave me upon fome Libyan plain. 

So ihc my fancy entertain, 

And*when tfie thirfty monllers meet. 

They '11 all pay homage to my feet. 
VI. 

The magic of Orinda's name, 

Not only can their fierccnefs tame, 

But, if that mighty word I once rehearfe, 
They feem fubmiifively to roar in verfe. 

Part of the Fifth Scene of the Second Act ia 
GUARINTS PASTOR FIDO, 

TB.AKSLATED. 

A H happy grove ? dark and fccure retreat 
-^^ Of facyed filence, reft's eternal feat; 
How well your cool and unfrequented ihade 
Suits with the chafte retirements of a maid ; 
Oh ! if kind heaven had been lb mudti my friencTy 
To make my fate upon my choice depend j 
All my ambition I would here confine, 
And only this Elyfium ihquld be mine : 

Fond 
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Fond men, by paflion wilfully betray'd, 
Ador^ thoie idols which their fancy made ; 
Purchaiing riches with our time and care. 
We lofe our freedom in a gilded fnare $ 
Andy having all, all to ourielves itfuft, 
Oppreft with bleffings which we fear to ufe. 
Fame is at beft but an inconAant good. 
Vain' are the boailed tides of our blood $ 
Wc (boneft lofe what we moft highly prize, 
And with our youdi our fliort-liT'd beauty dies 5 
In vain our fields and flocks increaie our ftore. 
If our abundance makes us wiih for more ; 
How happy is the harmlefs country-maid, 
Who, rich by nature, fcoms fuperfluous aid ! 
Whole modefl deaths no wanton eyes invite. 
But like her foul prefcrves the native white j 
Whole little flore her well-taught mind does plea&. 
Nor pinch'd with want, nor cloy*d with wanton eafe. 
Who, free from ftorms, which on the great-ones fall. 
Makes but few wifhes, and enjoys them all ; 
No care but love can difcompofe her breaft. 
Love, of all cares, the fweeteft and the beft : 
While on fweet grafs her bleating charge docs lie, 
Our happy lover feeds upon her eye j 
Not one on whom or Gods or men impofe. 
But one whom love has for this lover chofe. 
Under ibme favoiurite myrtle's fhady boughs. 
They fpeak their paffions in repeated vows. 
And whilil a blufli confefTes how fhe bums. 
His faithful heart makes as fincere returns ; 

R 4 Thu4 
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Thus in the arm* of love and peace they lie, 
And while they live, their flames can never die. 

THE DREAM. 

nPO the pale tyrant, who to horrid graves 
-L Condemns fo many thoufand helplefs ilaves. 
Ungrateful we do gentle deep compare, 
Who, though his vif^ories as numerous are. 
Yet from his (laves no tribute does he take. 
But woeful cares that load men while they \vake» 
When his fbft charms had eas'd my weary Gght 
Of all the baleful troubles of the light, 
Dorinda came, divefted of the fcorn 
Which the unequal'd maid fo long had worn ; 
How oft, in vain, had Love's great God efTay'd 
To tame the flubborn heart of that bright maid f 
yet, fpite of all the pride that fwells her mind. 
The humble God of Sleep can make her kind. 
A rifing blulh increased tlie native flore 
Of charms, that but too fatal were before. 
Once more prefent the vifion to my view. 
The fweet illufion, gentle Fate, renew ! 
How kind, how lovely ihe, how ravi(h*d I ? ' 
Shew mc; bled God of Sleep, and let me die^ 



THE 
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THE GHOST 

OF THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS, 

To the New One, appointed to meet at Oxford. 

FROM deepeft dungeons of eternal night, ^ 
The feats of horror, foirow, pains, and fpite^ 
I have been fent to tell you, tender youth, 
A (eafbnable and important truth. 
I feel (but, oh ! too late) that no difeafe 
Is like a furfeit of luxurious eafe : 
And of all others, the moft tempting things 
Are too much wealth, and too indulgent kings. 
None ever was fuperlatively ill, 
But by degrees, with induftry and fkill : 
And fome, whofe meaning hath at firft been fair. 
Grow knaves by ufc, and rebels by de(pair. 
My time is paft, and yours will foon begin. 
Keep tlie firft bloflbms from the blaft of iin ; 
And by the fate of my tmultuous ways, 
Preferve yourfelves, and bring (crener days. 
The bufy, fubtle ferpents of the law, 
Did firft my mind from true obedience draw : 
While I did limits to the king prefcribe. 
And took for oracles that canting tribe, 
I chang'd true freedom for the name of free, 
And grew feditious for variety : 
All that opposed me were to be accused. 
And by the laws illegally abusM { 

R 3 The 
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The robe was fummon'd, Maynard in the head^ 

In legal murder none Co deeply read ; ' * 

I brought him to the bar, where once he dood, 

Stain'd with the (yet unexpiated) blood 

Of the brave 9traiRind, ithea three kingdomi nttp - 

With his accumulative hackney-tongue 5 

Prifbners and witneiTet were waiting by, 

Thcib had been taught to fwear, and thofe to die^ 

And to expe6^ their arfoitrary fates. 

Some for ill faces, fome for good eflatea* 

To fright the people, and alarm the town, 

Bedloe'and Oates employ'd the reverend gown* 

But Ayhilc the triple mitre bore the blame, 

The king's three crowns were their rebellious aim t 

I feem'd (and did but feem) to fear the guards* 

And took for mine the Bethels "and the Wards s 

Anti -monarchic Heretics of ftate, 

Immoral Atheifts, rich and reprobate t 

But above all I got a little guide. 

Who every ford of villainy had try*d 5 

None knew fo well the old pernicious way> 

To ruin fubje£ls, and make kings obey ; 

And my fmall Jehu, at a furious rate. 

Was driving Eighty back to Forty-eight. 

This the king knew, and was refolv'd to bear^ 

But I miilook his patience for his fear. 

All that this happy ifland could a^brd. 

Was facrific'd to my voluptuous board* 

In his whole paradiie, one only tie« 

He had excepted by a ikn€t deoKe | 

Alacred 
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A (acred tree, which royal fruit did bear. 
Yet it in pieces I cpnfpir'd to tear; 
Beware, my child ! divinity is there. 
This fo undid all I had done befo|:ie, 
I covild attempt, and he endure no more ; 
My unprepared, and unrepenting breath. 
Was ihatch'd away by the fwift hand of death j 
And I, with all my (ins about me, hurl'd 
To th* utter darknefs of the lower world : 
A dreadful place ! which you too foon will fecj^ 
If you believe fcducers more than me. 

O N T H E 

DEATH OF A LADY'S DOG. 

"Tp H OU, happy creature, art fecure 
•*■ From all the torments we endure j 
Defpair; ambition, jcaloufy. 
Loft friends, nor love, difquiet thee j 
A full en prudence drew thee hence 
From noife, fraud, and impertinence. 
Though life clTay'd the fureft wile. 
Gilding itfclf with Laura's fmile ; 
How didfl thou fcorn life's meaner charms. 
Thou who could 'il break from Laura's armi I 
Poor Cynick ! (Ull methinks I hear 
Thy awful murmurs in my ear ; 
As when on Laura's lap you lay. 
Chiding the worthlefs crowd away. 
How fondly human pa(iions turn! 
What,we then envy'd, now we mourn ! 

R 4 E P I^ 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT, 

WHEN ACTED AT THE THEATRE IN DUBLIN. 

"Y" OU 've fecn to-night the glory of the Eaft, 
-^ The man, who all the then xnoMm world pofTeft^ 
That kings in chains did ion of Ammon call, 
And kingdoms thought divine, hy treafon fall. 
Him Fortune only favoured for her fport j 
And when his conduft wanted her fupport, 
His empire, courage, and his boafted line, 
Were all prov*d mortal by a ilave's defign. 
Great Charles, whofe birth has promised milder fway^ 
Whofe awful nod all nations muft obey, 
Secur'd by higher powers, exalted (lands 
Above the reach of facrilegious hands ; 
Thofe miracles that guard his crowns, declare 
That heaven has form'd a monarch worth their care ; 
Born to advance the loyal, and depofe 
His own, his brother's, and his father's foes. 
Fa£lion, that once made diadems her prey. 
And ftopt our prince in his triumphant way. 
Fled like a mift before this radiant day. 
So when, in heaven^ the mighty rebels rofe, 
Proudi and lefolv'd that empire to depofei 

Angels 
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Angels fought firft, but unfucoefsful prov'd, 

God kept the conqueft for his bed belov'd : 

At fight of fuch omnipotence they fly. 

Like leaves before autumnal winds, and die.. 

All who before him did afcend the throne. 

Laboured to draw three reftive nations on. 

He boldly drives them forward without pain. 

They hear his voice, and ftraight obey the rein. 

Such terror {peaks him deftin'd to command j 

We worfhip Jove with thunder in his hand ; 

But when his mercy without power appears. 

We (light his altars, and negle£b our prayers. 

How weak in arms did civil difcord ihew ! 

Like Saul, ihe ftruck with fury at her foe. 

When an immortal hand did ward the blow. 

Her offspring, made the royal hero's fcorn. 

Like fons of earth, all fell as foon as born : 

Yet let us boafl, for fure it is our pride. 

When with their blood our neighbour lands were dy'd^^' 

Ireland's untainted loyalty remained, 

Her people guiltlefs, and her fields un^in'd. 

O K T H E 

DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

L 

■T'HE day of wrath, that dreadful day, 

-*- Shall the whole world in afhes lay^ 

At David and the Sibyls fay. 

II. What 



)' 
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IL 

What, horror will invade the mind, 

When the ftrift Judge, who would he kind. 

Shall fiave few venial faults to find f 

III. 
The laft loud trumpet's wondrous found, 
Shall through the rending tombs rebound. 
And ^rake the nations under ground. 

IV. 
Nature -and Death (hall, with furprize. 
Behold the pale ofiender rife, 
' And view the Judge with confcious eyes. 

V. 
'- Then (hall, with univerfal dread. 
The (acred myftic book be read. 
To tr)' die living and the dead. 

VI. 
The Judge afcends his awful throne. 
He makes each fecret fin be known, 
And all with fliame confefs their own, 

VII. 
O then ! what intcreft fliall I make. 
To fave my laft important ftake, 
* When the moft juft have caufe to quftke ? . I 
VIII. 
Thou mighty, formidable king. 
Thou mercy's unexhaufted fpring, ^ 

Some comfoitable pity bring \ 

IX. Foi^et 
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IX. 

Forget not what my nnibm coft, 
Nor let ray dear-bought foul be loft, 
In ftorms of guilty terror toft. 

X. 

Thou who for me didft feel fuch pBin, 
Whole pitcious blood the crofs did ftain^ 
Let not thoie agonies be vain. 

XI. 

Thou whom avenging powers obey. 
Cancel my debt (too great to pay) 
Before the fad accounting-day. 

XII. 
Surrounded with amazing fears, 
Whofc lo^d my foul with anguilh beaw> 
I figh, I weep : Accept my tears. 

XIII. 
Thou who wert mov*d with Mary's grief^ 
And, by abfolving of the thief. 
Haft given me hope, now give relief. 

XIV. 
Rejcft not my unworthy prayer, -* 

Freferve me from that dangerous fiiare 
Which death and gaping hell pr^are* 

XV. 

Give my exalted foul a place ' 

Among thy chofen right-hand race; 
The foDS of God, and heirs of grace. 

XVI. Froitt^ 
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XVI. 
From that infadable abyfs. 
Where flames deviqury and ferpents hifs. 
Promote me to thy ieat of blifs. 

XVII. 
Froftrate my contrite heart I rend. 
My ^od, my Father, and my Friend j 
Do not forfake me in my end« 

XVIII. 
Well may they curie their fecond breath. 
Who rife to si reviving death ; 
Thou great Creator of Mankind, 
Let guilty man compaiiion find ! 

PROLOGUE 

T O 

POMPEY, A TRAGEDY, 

Tranflated by Mrs. Cath. Philips, 

From the French of Monfieur Corneille, 

And a£ted at the Theatre in Dublin. 

nPHE mighty rivals, whofe deftruflive rage 
•*■ Did the whole world in civil anns engage, 
Are now agreed ; and make it both their choice. 
To have their fates determined by your voice. 
Ca^ar from none but you will h^ve his doom, 
He hates th' obfequious flatteries of Rome : 
He fcoms, where once he ruPd, now to be try'd. 
And he hath rul'd in all the world befide. 

When 
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'When he the Thamesi the Danube, and the Nile, 
Had flain'd w^th blood. Peace flouriih'd in this ifle j 
And you alone may boaft, you never faw 
Caeiar till now, and now can give him law. 

Great Pompey too, comes as a fuppliant here^ 
But (ays he cannot now be^in to fear : 
He knows your equal jufUce, and (to tell 
A Roman truth) he knows himfelf too well, 
Succefs, 'tis true, waited on Caefar's fide. 
But Pompey thinks he conquered when he died. 
His fortune, when fhe prov'd the moft luikind, 
Chang'd his condition, but not Cato's mind, 
llien of what doubt can Pompey *s caufe admits 
Since here fo many Cato*s. judging fit. 

But you, bright nymphs, give Caefar leave to woOj 
The greateft wonder of the world, but you ; 
And hear a Mufe, who has that hero taught 
To fpcak as generoufly as e'er he fought ,* 
Whofe eloquence from fuch a theme deters 
All tongues but Englifli, and all pens but her»* 
By the juft Fates your fex is doubly bleft. 
You conquered Caefar, and you praife him beft. 

And you (* illuftrious Sir) receive as due, 
A prefent dcftiny preferv'd for you. 
Rome, France, and England, join their forces here^ 
To make a poem worthy of your ear. 
Accept it then, and on that Pompey's brow. 
Who gave fo many crowns, beftow one now. 

* To the Lord Lieutenant* 

noss'a 
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ROSSES GHOST. 

SHAME of my life, difturbcr of my tomb, 
Safe as thy mother's proflituted womb ; 
Huffing to cowards y fawning to the brave, 
To knaves a fool, to credulous fools a knave. 
The king's betrayer, and the people's (lave. 
Like Samuel, at thy necromantic call, 
I rife, to tell thee, God has left thee, Saul. 
J llrove in vain th' infef^ed blood to cure ; 
Streams will run muddy where the fpring 's impure. 
In all your meritorious life, we fee 
Old Taafs invincible fobriety. 
places of Mafter of the Horfe, and Spy, 
You (like Tom Howard) did at once fupply : 
From Sidney's blood your loyalty did fpring, 
You Ihew us all your parents, but the king, 
From whofe too tender and too bounteous arms 
(Unhappy he who fuch a viper warms 1 
As dutiful a fubje£l as a fon !) 
To your true parent, the whole town, you run. 
Read, if you can, how th' old apoftate fell. 
Out-do his pride, and merit more than hell : 
Bbth he and you w^ere glorious and bright. 
The firft and faireft of the ions of light : 
But when, like him, you ofTer'd at the crown. 
Like him, your angry father kick'd you down. 



) 
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THE SIXTH ODE 

OF THE 

THIRD BOOK OF HORACE^ 

Of the Corruption of the Times. 

THOS£ ills your anceftors huve dooc, 
Romans, are now become your own i 
And they will coft you dear, 
Unlcfs you ibon repair 
The falling temples which the godi provoke. 
And ftatues fully 'd yet with facrilegious imoke« 

Propitious heaven, that rais'd your fathers high. 
For humble, grateful piety, 
(As it rewarded their refpeft) 
Hath Iharply punifli'd your negleft 5 
All empires on the gods depend. 

Begun by their Gommand, at their command they end* 

. Let CraiTus' ghoft and Labienus tell. 
How twice by Jove'« reiwnge our legions fell, 

And, with unfulting pride, 
Shining in Roman fpoils, the Parthian ▼i6kor8 ride. 

The Scythian and Egyptian fcum 

Had almoft ruin'd Rome, 
^hile our feditions took their pait, 
(ill'd each^gyptian fail^and wing'd each Scythian dart. 

Firft, 
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Firfty thofe flagitious times 
(Pregnant with unknown crimes) 
Confpire to violate the nuptial bed. 
From which polluted head 
InfeAious ftreams of crowding fins began. 
And through the fpurious breed and guilty nation ran* 

Behold a ripe and melting maid. 
Bound prentice to the wanton trade j 
Ionian artifls,-at a mighty price, 
Inttru£t her in the myfteries of vice ; 
What nets to fpread, where fubtle baits to lay. 
And with an early hand they form the tempered clay. 

Marry 'd, their leflbns fhe improves 
By pra£lice of adulterous loves, 
And fcorns the common mean defign 
To take advantage of her hufband's wine. 
Or fnatch, in fome dark place, 
A hafty illegitimate embrace. 

. No ! the brib'd hulband knows of ally 
And bids her rife when lovers call ; 
Hither a merchant from the iiraits. 
Grown wealthy by forbidden freights^ 
Or city cannibal, repairs, 
Who feeds upon the flefh of heirs ; 
Convenient brutes, whole tributary flame 
Pays the full price of lull, and gilds the flighted fhamc* 

K . 'Twa* 



ROSCOMMON'S PO£Mft. tst 
'Twas not the (pawn of fuch as theft. 
That dy'd with Punkk blood the conquer'd ieas» 
And quaihM the ftem -fiacides 5 
Made the proud Aiian monarch feel 
How weak his gold was againft Europe's fteel, 
Forc'd even dke Hannibal to yield ; 
Aed v^n the long-difputed world at Zama's fatal field* 

But ibldien of a ruftic mouldy 
Rough, hardy, feafonM, manly, bold* 
Either they dug the ftubbom ground, 
Or through hewn woods their weighty fbrokes did fouh'd. 

And after the declining fun 
Had changed the ihadows, and their tafk was done. 
Home with their weary team they took their way, 
And drown'd in friendly bowls the labour of the day. 

Time {eniibly all things impairs ; 
Our fathers have been worfc than theirs ; 
And we than ours ,• next age will fee 
A race more profligate than we 
(With all the pains we take) have (kill chough to be. 

Tranflation of the follwing Verfc from L u c a n. 
Vi£lrix Caufa Diis jdacuit, fed Vi£la Catoni. 



T^HE gods were pleas'd to chVe the conquering fide, 
**" Bu^ Cato thought he conquered when he dy'd. 

^ HORACE'S 
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HORACE'S 
ART OF POETRY*. 

'* Scribendi rt&h, (apere eft & principium & fons." 

T HAVE feldom known a trick fucceed, and will put 
^ none upon die reader ; but tell him plainly that I 
think it could never be more feafbnable than now to 
lay down fuch rules, as, if they be obferved, will 
make men write more corre6Uy, and judge more dif- 
creetly : but Horace muft be read feriouily or not at 
all, for clfe the reader won't be the better for him, 
«nd I ihall have loft my labour. I have kept as clofe 
af I could, both to the meaning and the words of the 
^thor, and done nothing but what I believe he would 
forgive if he were alive ; and I have often aiked myfelf 
that queftion. I know this is a field, 

** Per quern magnus equos Auruncae flexit Alunmus.*' 

But with all the nfyc6k due to the name of Ben 
Jonfon, to which no man pays more veneration than 
I ; it cannot be denied, that the conftraint of rhyme, 
and a literal tranilation (to which Horace in this book 
declares himfelf an enemy), has made him want a com- 
ment in many places. 

* Printed from Dr.ilawlinfon's copy, cbrrc£led by 
the Earl of Rofcommon's own band. 

My 
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My chief care has been to write intelligibly ; and 
irhere the Latin was obfcure, I have add'ed^ a line or 
two to explain it. 

I am below the envy of the critics; but, if I dnrft, 
I wQuld beg them to remember, that Horace owed his 
favour and liis fortune to the chara6);er given of him 
by Virgil and Varius, that Fundanius and PolHo are 
ftill valued by what HcNrace fays of them, and that, 
in theis golden age, there was a good underilanding 
among the ingenious, and thofb who were the moft 
efleemed wese the b«ft nacured. 



TF in a pi6hire (Pifo) you Ihould fee 
•*• A handfbme woman with a fifhes tail'. 
Or a man's head upon a horfe's neck, 
Or lirabs of'beafts of the mofi: diffcrent kinds,, 
Covcr'd with feathers of all forts of birds, 
Would you not laugh, and think the painter mad ! 
Truft me, that book is as ridlcurous,. 
Whofe incoherent ftyle (like fick men's dreams). 
Varies all fhapes,. and mixes all extremes- 
Painters and Poets have been flill allow 'd 
Their pencils, and their, fancies unconfin'd. 
This privilege we freely give and take ; 
But Nature, and the common laws of fenfe> 
Forbid to reconcile Antipathies, 
Or make a fnake engender with a dove,. 
And hungry tigers court the. tender lambs.. 

Some, that at firft have promis'd mighty things, 
Applaud thcmfelves, when a few florid lines 

S a ' Shine 
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Shine dirough th* infipid dulnefs of thp reft ; 
Heie tbey defcribe a temple, or a wood, 
Or ftreams that through delightful meadows run. 
And thepue d^ rambim> or t^ rapid Rhine ^ 
Bu( th^y mifplace them all^ and crowd them in« 
And are as much tp feck in other things 
As he that only can deiign a tree» 
Would be to draw a (hipwreok or a ftorm* 
When you begin with fe much pomp and (how. 
Why is the end fo li|tle «nd ib low } 
Be what you will, fo you be ftill the fame. 

Moft poets fall into the grolTeft faults, 
Deluded by a feeming excellence : 
jBy ftriving to be ihort, they grow obfcure, 
And when they would write fmoothly, they want. ftrength. 
Their iprits fink ; while others, that affeft 
A lofty ftyle, fwell to a tympany ; 
Some timorous wretches ftart at every blaft, 
And, fearing tempefts, dare not leave the ihore ; 
Others, in love with wild variety. 
Draw boars in waves, and dolphins in a wood 9 
Thus fear of erring, joined with want of Ikill, 
is a moft certain way of erring flill. 

The meanefl workman in th' ^milian fquar^ 
May grave the nails, or imitate the hair« 
But cannot finiih what he hath begun ; 
What can be more ridiculous tl)an he > 
For one or two good features in a face. 
Where all the reil are fcandaloufly ill, 
Make it but more remarkably defonn*d. 

*tct 
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Let po€t« match their fubje£^ to their ftrengtfj, 
And often try what weight they^ can fupport, 
And what their fhcrulders arc too weak to bear. 
After a feriotis and judicious choice. 
Method and eloquence will never faiL 

As well the force as ornament of verfe 
Confift in choodng a fit time for things. 
And knowing when a Mufc may be indulged 
In her full flight, and when flie fhould be curb'd. 

Words muft be chofcn, and be pkc*d with ikill ; 
You gain your point, when by the noble art 
Of good connexion, an uhufual word 
Is made at firft familiar to our ear. 
But if you write of things abftraft or new. 
Some of your own inventing may be us'd. 
So it be feldom- and difcreetly done : 
But he that hopes to have new words allow'd, 
Muft fo derive them from the Grecian fpring, 
As they may feem to flow without confl:raint. 
Can an impartial reader difcommend 
In Varius, or in Virgil, what he likes 
In Plautus or Caecilitis ? Why fhould I 
Be envy'd for the little I invent, 
When Enmus and Catto's copious ftyle 
Have fo enriched, and fo adom'd our tongue ?' 
Men ever had, and ever will have, leave 
To coin new words well fuitcd to tlie age. 
Words are like leaves, fome wither every year, 
And every year a younger race fucceeds. 
Death is a tribute all things owe to fate ; 

S 3 'The 
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The Luciine mole (Caefar's (hipendous work) 
Protefbs our navies from the raging north ; 
And (iince Cethegus drain'd the Pontine lake) 
We plow and reap where former ages row*d. 
See how the Tiber (whofe licentious waves 
So often overflow'd the neighbouring fields) 
Now runs a fmooth and inofieniive couHe, 
Confin'd by our great £nBperor''s command? 
Yet thifi, and they, and all, will be forgot ^ 
Why .then ihould words challenge eternity. 
When greateft men and greateft aftions die ? 
Uie may revive the obfoleteft #oixl«, 
And baniih thoie that now are moft in vogue; 
Ufe is the judge, the law, and rule of fpeech. 
Homer firft taught the world in «pick verfe 
To write of great commanders, and of kings. 

Elegies were at firft defign'd for grief, 
Though now we ufe them to exprefs our joy : 
But to whofe Mufe we owe that fort of verfc. 
Is undecided by the men of (kill. 

Rage with lambicks arm'd Archilochus, 
Numbers for dialogue and aftion fit, 
And favourites of the Dramatic Mufe. 
Fierce, lofty, rapid, whofe commanding found 
Awes the tamultuous noifes of the pit, 
And whofe peculiar province is the ftage. 

Gods, heroes, conquerors, Olympic crowns. 
Love's plcafmg cares, and the free joys of wine, 
Are proper fubjefts for the Lyric fong. 

Why is he honoured with a poet's name. 

Who 
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Who neither knows nor would obferve a rule ; 
And ckooies to be ignorant and proud. 
Rather than own his ignorance, and learn ? 
Let every thing have its due place and time. 

A comic fubje6t loves an humble verfe, 
Thyeftes fcoms a low and comic ftyle. 
Yet comedy fometimes may raife her voice. 
And Chremes be allow'd to foam and rail : 
Tragedians too lay by their (late too grieve ; 
Peleus and Teiephus exil'd and poor, 
Forget their fwelling and gigantic words. 
He that would have fpe6tators (hare his griqf, 
Muft write not only well, but movingly. 
And raife men's paflions to what height he will. 
Wc weep and laugh, as we fee others do : 
He only makes me fad who fhews the way, 
And firft is fad himfelf j then, Teiephus, 
I feel the weight of your calamities. 
And fancy all your miferies my own : 
But, if you a<9: them ill, I fleep or laugh ; 
Your looks muft alter, as your fubjeiSl does, 
From kind to fierce, from wanton to fevere : 
For nature forms, and foftens us within. 
And writes our fortune^s changes in our face. 
Pleafure inchants, impetuous rage tranfports, 
And grief dejefts, and wrings the torturM foul, 
And thele are all interpreted by fpeech j 
But he whofe words and fortunes difagree, 
Abfurd, unpity*d, grows a public jeft. 
OMerve the characters of thofe that fpeak, 

S 4 Whether 
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Whether a^ hpndk ferva^t, or a cheat. 
Or one whofe blood, boils in his youthful veios^ 
Or a grave matron^ or a bury.nai;iey 
Extorting merchants, careful hufKandmen, 
Argives or Thebans, Afans or Greeks. 

l^ollow report, or feign coherent things ^ 
Defcribe Achilles, as Achilles was^ 
Impatient, ra(h, inexorable, proud. 
Scorning all judges, and all law but arms ; 
Medea muft be all revenge and blood, 
Jno all tears, Ixion all deceit,. 
lo muft wander, and Orefles mourn. 

If your bold Mufe dare tread unbeaten padis^ 
And bring new chara£lers upon the ftage^ 
Be fure you keep them up to their firft height. 
New fubjefts are not eafily explain'd. 
And you had better choofe a well-known theme,. 
Than truft to an invention of your own : 
For what originally others writ, 
May be fo well difguis'd, and fo improved. 
That with fome juftice it may pafs for your^ ;, 
But then you muft not copy trivial things. 
Nor word for word too faitlofully tranflatc,. 
Nor (as fome fervile imitators do) 
Prefcribe at firft fuch ftrid uneafy rules. 
As you muft ever llavifhly obferve. 
Or all the laws of decency renounce. 

Begin not as th' old poetaftcr did, 
** Troy's famous war, and Friaxn's fate; I ftng." 

In 




ROSCOMMON'S POSM5» ^ 

In what will all tlm ollenXation end ? 
The labouring mouatain fcarce brings foxth a moule : 
How far k this from thp Maeonian flile > 
** Mufe, fpeak the man, who, fince the ficgc of T^oj^ 
" So many towns, fuch change of manners faw.** 
One with a fiafh begins, and ends in fraoke^ 
The other out of fmoke brings glorious lightu 
And (without railing expeftation high)) 
Surprizes us with dariing miracles,. 
The bloody Leftrygones, Charybdis' gulph. 
And frighted Greeks, who near the ^tna ihore^ 
Hear Scylla bark, and Polyphemus roar*. 
He doth not trouble us with Leda's eggs. 
When he begins to write the Trojan war j. | 

Nor, writing the return of Diomed, 
Go back as far as Meleager's death : 
Nothing i^ idle,, each judicious line 
Infcniibly acquaints us with the plot ; 
He choofes only what he can improve. 
And truth and fidlion are Co aptly mix'd 
That ail ieems unifonn, and of a piece.. 
Now hear what every auditor expefb ; 
If you intend that he ihould flay to hear 
The epilogue, and fee the curtain fall ; 
Mind how our tempers alter in our years ^ 
And by that rule fourn all your eharafters.. 
One that hath newly Icarn'd to fpeak and go. 
Loves childifli plays, is foon provoked and pl(pas*d>. 
And cliangcs every hour his wavering mind. 
A youth that firit cafts off his tutor's yoke,. 

Loves 
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Loves hoHesy hounds, and (ports, and exercife. 

Prone to all vice, impatient of reproof, 

Proud, carelefs, fond, inconftant, and profufe. 

Gain and ambition rule our riper years, 

And make us (laves to intereft and power. 

Old men are only walking ho(pitals, 

Where all defe£^s and all direa(e8 croud 

With reftlefs pain, and more tormenting fear. 

Lazy, morofe, full of delays and hopes, 

Opprefs'd with riches which they dare not u(e ; 

lU-natur'd cenfors of the pre(ent age. 

And fond of all the follies of the paft. 

Thus all the treafure of our flowing years, 

Our ebb of life for ever takes away. 

Boys muft not have th' ambitious care of men. 

Nor men the weak anxieties of age. 

Some things are a£bed, others only told ; 
But what we hear moves lefs than what we (ee ; 

Spe6btors only have their eyes to truft. 
But auditors muft truft their ears and you ; 
Tet there are things improper for a fcene. 
Which men of judgment only will relate. 
Medea muft not draw her murdering knife. 
And fpill her childrens blood upon the (bge. 
Nor Atreus thfcre his horrid feaft prepare. 
Cadmus and Progn^'s metaroorphofis, 
(She to a fwallow tum'd, he to a fnake) 
And what(bever contradifls my fenfe, 
I hate to (ee, and never can believe. 

Bttt 
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Five afts are the juft meafure of a play, 
l^ever prefume to make a God appear. 
But for a bufinefs worthy of a God ; 
And in one fcene no more than three (hould (peak. 

A chorus ihould fupply what a&ion wants. 
And hath a generous and manly part j 
Bridles wild rage, loves rigid honefty, 
And ftri£^ obfervance of impartial l^iwsy 
Sobriety, fecurity, and peace, 
And begs the Gods who guide blind fortune's wheel. 
To raife the wretched, and pull down tiie proud. 
But nothing muft be fung between the afts. 
But what fome way conduces to the plot. 

Firft the (hrill found of -a, fmall rural pipe 
(Not loud like trumpets, nor adorn'd as now) 
Was entertunment for the infant ilage, 
And pleas'd the thin and baihful audience 
Of our well-meaning, frugal anceftors. 
But when our walls and limits were enlarg'd. 
And men (grown wanton by profperity) 
Study'd new arts of luxiuy and eafe, 
The verfe, the mufic, and the fcene, 's improv'd ; 
For how ihould ignorance be judge of wit, 
Or men of fenfe applaud the jells of fools ? 
Then came rich cloaths and graceful a£tion in, 
Then inftruments were taught more moving notet^ 
And eloquence with all her pomp and charms 
Foretold us ufeful and fententious truths. 
As thofe ddiver'd by the Delphic God. 

The firft tragedians found that ferious ftyle 
Too grave for their uncultivated age. 

And 
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And (b brought? wild and naked (atyrs in, 

Whofe motion, words, and fhape, were all a farce, 

(As oft as decency would give them leave)' 

Becaufe the ms^i usgcprefnable rour, 

Full of confoiiAn, and* the fumes of wine, 

Lov*d fuch^variety and antic tricks. 

But then they did not wvong themfelves {o m<uch> 

To make a godi, a hero, or a king, 

(Stript of hi^ golden ciown and purplfc robe)* 

Deftei^ to a mechanic diaie£^. 

Nor {to avoid fuch meaaaefs) foaring high 

With empty found and airy notions fly ; 

For tragedy fhould blu^ as much ta ftoop 

To the low mimic follies of a farce, 

As a grave matron w«uld to dance wit*' gjrls r ^ 

You muft net think that a fatiric fVyle 

Allows of icandalous and brutifh words, 

Or the confounding of your characters. 

Begin witb Truth, then give Invention fcope,. 

And if your ftyle be natural and fmooth. 

All men will try, and hope to write as well ,* 

And (aor without much pains) be undcceiv'di. 

So much good method- and connexion, may 

Improve the common and i^e plaineft things. 

A iatyr that comes flaring from the woods, 

Muil not at ^r& fpcak like an orator : 

But, though his. lan^age fhould not be xefin'd; 

It mufl not be obfcene and impudent ; 

The better Ton abhors fcunility. 

And often c«nlui£s whatthft rabble likesi 

FnpoHit'di 



ROSCOMMOK'S PaSMS. ^H 
Unpolifh'd-verfes pafs with tntny men, 
And Rome is too indulgent in that point ; 
But then to write '4it a looTe lambling rate. 
In hope the world wtU wink^t all our faulta^ 
Is fuch a raih ill-grounded confidence. 
As men may pardon, but will never pnaie. 
Be peife£k in the Greek oviginals. 
Read them by day^ and think of them by ni^t. 
Qut Plautus was admir'd in former time 
With too much ptttience (net to call it worie)? 
His harfh, unequal verie was muiic then. 
And rudeoefs had the privilege of wit. 

When Thefpis firft expos'd the Tragic Mule, 
Rude were the arbors, and a csot the icene, 
Where ghaftly faces fiainM with lees of wine 
Frighted the children, and amusM the croud >; 
This ^fchylus (with indignation) faw. 
And built a fiage, found out a decent drefs. 
Brought viaards in (a ciwler difgutfe). 
And taught men how to fpeak and how to a6L 
Kext Comedy appeared with great applaufe. 
Till her licentious and abufive tongue 
Waken'd the magiftiates coercive power. 
And forc'd it to fupprefs her iniblence. 

Our writers have attempted every way ; 
And they deferve our praife, whofe daring Muft 
Diidain'd to be beholden to the Greeks, 
And found fit fub|e6b for her verfe at home. 
Nor Ihould we be lefs famous for our wit. 
Than for the Imcc •£ our vi£bnous arms i 

But 
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But that the time and care that are requir'd 
To overlook, and file» and polilh welly 
Fright poets from that neceflary toiL 

Democntus was fo in love with wit. 
And fome men*s natural impulfe to write. 
That he defpis'd the help of art and rules. 
And thought none poets till their brains were crackt;- 
And this hath fa intoxieated fome^ 
That (to appear incorrigibly mad) 
They cleanlinefs and company renounce 
For lunacy beyond the cure of art, 
With a long beard, and ten long dirty nails,. 
Pafs current for Apolio^s livery^ 
O my unhappy ftacs ! if in. the Spring 
Some phydc had not cur'd me of the fpleen, 
None would have writ with more fuccefs than I ; 
But I muft reft contented as I am, 
And only ferve to whet that wit in you. 
To which I willingly refign my claim. 
Yet without writing I may teach to write. 
Tell what the duty of a poet is ; 
Wherein his wealth and ornaments confift. 
And how he may be form'd, and how improved,. 
What fit, what not, what excellent or ill. 

Sound judgment is the ground of wriung well ;, 
And whcii Philofjphy dife6is your choice 
To proper fubje^^s rightly underftood. 
Words from your pen will naturally flow ;. 
He only gives the proper characters, 
Who knows .the duty of all ranks of men. 

And 
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And wluit we owe our country, parents, fricndty 
How judges and how fenators fhould aSt, 
And what becomes a general to do ; 
Thoie are the likeft copies, which are drawn 
By the original of human life. 
Sometimes in rough and undigefted plays 
We meet with fuch a lucky charafter. 
As, being humour'd right, and well pusTued,^ 
Succeeds much better than the (hallow verie 
And chiming trifles of more ftudious pens- 
Greece had a genius, Greece had eloquence. 
For her ambition and her end was fame. 
Our Roman youth is diligently taught 
The deep myfterious art of growing rich. 
And the firft words that children learn to fpeak 
Are of the value of the names of coin ; 
Can a penurious wretch, that with his milk 
Hath fuck'd the bafeft dregs of ufury, 
Pretend to generous and heroic thoughts ? 
Can ruft and avarice write lading lines > 
But you, brave youth, wife Numa's worthy heir, 
Remember of what weight your judgment is. 
And never venture to commend a book, 
That has not pafs'd all judges and all teds. 
A poet fhould inflruft, or pleafe, or both : 
Let all your precepts be fuccin^): and clear, 
That ready wits may comprehend them foon, 
And faithful memories retain them long ; 
All fuperfluities are (bon forgot. 
Never be (b conceited of your parts. 

To 
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To thittk you may periuade ih ^hat yon pleaic. 

Or venture to imng in a child alive, 

That Canibals have murder'd and devour'd. 

Old age explodes all but morality; 

Aufierity ofiends afpiring youths^ 

But he that joins inibiifHon with delight, 

Profit with pleafure, carries all the votes : 

Thcfc are the volbtnes Aat enrich the Ihops, 

Thefe paifs with admirstion through the world. 

And bring their muthor to eternal fame. 

Be not too rigidly cenforious, 
A firing may jar in the beft mafler's hand. 
And the moft Ikilful archer mifs his aim ; 
But in a poem elegantly writ, 
I would iiot quarrel wath a flight miftakc. 
Such as our nature^s frailty may excufe ; 
But he that hath been often told his fault. 
And ftill perfifts, is as impertinent 
As a mufician that will always play. 
And yet is always out at the fame note : 
When fucli a poiitive abandoned fop 
(Among his numerous abfurdities) 
Stumbles upon fome tolerable line, 
I fret to fee them in fuch company. 
And wonder by what magic they came there. 
But in long works flecp will fometimcs furprile ; 
Homer himfelf hath been obferv'd to nod. 

Poems, like pi6bjres, are of different forts, 
Some better at a diftance, others near, 
Sone love the dark, fome choofe the cleare|f4ight, 

And 
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And boldly challenge the mofi piercing eye, 

SOfiie pleaie for once, fome will for ever pleaie* . 

Buty Pifo, . (though your knowledge of the worlds 

Join'd with your father's precepts, make you wiit) 

Remember this as an important truth : 

Some things admit of mediocrityt 

A couniellor, or pleader at the bar. 

May want Meflala's powerful eloquence. 

Or be lefs read than deep Cafcellius ; 

Yet this indifferent lawyer is efteem'd ; 

But no authority of gods nor men 

Allow of any mean in poefy. 

As an ill concert, and a coaric perfume, 

Diigrace the delicacy of a feaft, . . j . 

And might with more difcrctton have b«en fpac'd ; . . 

So poefy, whofe end is to delight. 

Admits of no degrees, but mufl be (till ... 

Sublimely good, or defpicably ill. 

In other things men have (bme rcalbn left, 

And one that cannot dance, or fence, or run, 

Defpairing of fuccefs, forbears to try ; 

But all (without confideiation) write ; 

Some thinking that th' omnipotence of wealth 

Can turn them into poets when they pleafe. 

But, Pifo, you are of too quick a fight 

Not to difcern which way your ulent lies, 

Or vainly with your genius to contend ; 

Yet if it ever be your fate to write. 

Let your produflions pafs the fbridleft hands, 

Mine and your father's, and not fee the light 

T Till 
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Till time and care have npcn^d crery line. 

What yon keep by you, ycru may change and nMmd|^ 

But «^l4« once fpoke can never be recall'd. 

OfflK«U6y inipir'd by iSMt dian human povMr, 
Did not, as poets f^gn, tame &vage beafts. 
But men as lawlefs and as wild as they, 
And Bi& difluaded them from rage and blood s 
Thus, when iWnphion built the Theban walU 
They feign'd the flones obey'd his magic lute ; 
Poets, the fiiH inihru£l»r8 of mankind, 
Brought all things to tii^r proper, native ule ; 
Some they appropriated to the gpds,| 
And ibme to public, fome to private ends : 
Promifcuous We by marriage was refbrainM, 
Cidet treie built, and ufeful laws were made ; 
So great was the divinity of verie. 
And fuch obiervmnce to a poet paid. 
Then Homer's and Tyrfaus* martial Mufc 
WakenM the world, and founded loud alarms. 
To verfe wie owe the (acred oracles. 
And our heft precepts of morality ; 
Some have by verie obtain'd ^e love of kings, 
(Who, with the Mufes, eafe their weary'd roind«)> 
Then bluih not, noble Piib, to piote£^ 
What gods infpire, and kings delight to hear. 
Some think that poets may be formed by art. 
Others maintain that Nature makes them (b ; 
I neither fee what art without a vein. 
Nor wit without the help of art can do. 
But mutually they crave each other's aid. 

He 
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tie that intends fo gait, tk» Olyittj^it )>n«6 
Mufi ufc l^fhfelf tr<0 hanger> heat, RtA adU> 
Tak« leave ef wiiie, anri tht foft jti^rs »f Idte 5 ' 
And no mufidi&h dAYts p^tehd to ikill, 
Without a great bijfchcf^ of tinK ahd pslii^ ; 
But every little btify fcribblcr now 
Swdh wl& thft Jitaifcs t^hich hfe giVe^ hiiiifelf j • ' 

Andy taking fanfltt^ry in ^h6 crotrd, ' ' 
Brags of his Imputltnce, Srnd fcohjs to rtiehd. ' 
A wealthy poet takfei mxJft'piins to hitt 
A flattering atkdi^ntt, tltirti pbor tradeifliiirin lit)' .' 
To pe!r^uade cultcrttert tb buy their goo^s. "- ■' 
*Tis hard to find a man of great liftate,' 
That can diftinguilh flattefcfs from friendi. ' ' ' ' . ' 
Nevetdejude yourfelf, nor read your book 
Before a bfrib'd atid fawning auditor, I 

For he '11 commend and ffeigii an extafy, 
Grow pale or weep, d6 Any thing to pleafe : 
True friends appear lefs mov'd than counterfeit ; 
As men that trulj' grieve at funerals, 
Are not fo loud a*s thoife that cry for hir^. 
Wife were the kings, who never choft a frici^d. 
Till with full cups they had unmalk'd his foui. 
And (cen the bottbih 6^ his defepcft thoughts ; 
You ckhnot arm yourfelf with too much care 
Againfl the fmiles of a defigning knave. 

Quintilius (if his advicfe were afk'd) 
Would freely tell you what you fhould corrc6b, 
Or, if you could not, bid you bJot it out. 
And with more care fupply the vacancy j 

T £ But 
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But if he found you fond and obfiinate 
(And aptcT'to defend than mend your faults ), 
With (ilence leave you to admire yourfelf^ 
And without rival hug your darling book. 
The prudent care of an impartial friend 
Will give -you notice of each idle line, 
Shew what founds harih, and what wants ornament 
Or where it is too laviflily beilow*d j 
Make you explain all that he finds obfcurey 
And with a ftri£^ enquiry marjk.your faults; 
Nor for theie trifles fear to lofe your love : 
Thofe things which now feem frivolous and (light. 
Will be of a moft ferious confequence, 
When they have made you once ridiculous. 

A poetafler, in his raging fit, 
(FoUow'd and pointed at by fools and boys) 
Is dreaded and profcrib'd by men of fenfe -, 
They make a l^e for the polluted thing, 
And fly as from fh' infe6^ion of the plague, 
Or from a man whom, for a juft revenge, 
Fanatic phrenzy fent by heaven purfues. 
If (in the raving of a frantic Mufe) 
And minding more his verfes than his way. 
Any of thefe fhould drop into a well. 
Though he might burfl his lungs to call for help. 
No creature would afiift or pity him. 
But leem to think he fell on purpofe in. 
Hear how an old Sicilian poet dy'd ; 
£mpedoclcs, mad to be thought a god. 
In a cold fit leapM into i£tna's flames. 

Give 
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^ive poets leave to make themfelves away. 
Why fhonld it be a greater fin to kill» 
Than to keep men alive againft their will } 
Nor was this chance, but a deliberate choice ; 
For if Empedocles were now revivM, ' 

He would be at his frolic once again. 
And his pretenfions to divinity : 
'Tis hard to fay whether for facrilege. 
Or incefty or ibme more unheard-of crime. 
The rhyming fiend is fent into theie men; 
But they are all mod vifibly pofleft, 
And, like a baited bear when he breaks loofe,. 
Without diftin^on feize on all they meet ; 
None ever fcap'd that came within their reach. 
Sticking like leeches, till they burft with blood, 
Without remorfe infatiably they read. 
And never leave till they have read men dead. 

%♦ Lord Roscommon's verfes on th<^ " Religio 
** Laici'* are printed in tbt firil vplurac of 
D&YDEN's Poems. 
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DIALOGUE. 



STB.EPHON. 

PR'YTHEE now, fond fool, give o'cri 
Since my heart is gone before, 
To what purpofe (hould I ftay ? 
Love commands another way. 

DAPHNE. 

PerjiurM fwain, I knew the time 
When diflembling was your crime. 
In pity now employ that art, 
Which firll betray'd, to eafe my heart, 

8TR.EPHON. 

Women can with pleafure feign t 
Max dilTemble fiill with pain. 



What 
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What advantage will it prove. 
If I lye, who cannot love ? 
D A F R N E. 
Tell me then the reafon, why- 
Love from hearts in love does fly ? 
Why the bird will build a ileft. 
Where (he ne'er intends to reft ? 

Love, like other little boys. 
Cries for hearts, as they for toys : 
Which when gain*d, in childilh play. 
Wantonly are thrown away. 

DAPHNE. 

Still on wing, or on his knees, , 
. Ji.ov0 doe^ |ioth(9g hy. degfeees :i 
Bafely flying when moft priz'd. 
Meanly fawning when defpisM. 
Flattering^ or infulting ever. 
Generous and grateful never : 
All his joys arc fleeting dreamS| 
All his woes fevere extremes, 
s T R E P H o N. 
Nymph, unjuftly you inveigh i 
Love, like us, muft Fate obey. 
Since 'tis Nature's law to change, 
Conftancy alone is ftrange. 
See the heavens in lightnings break, 
Next in florms of thuncber fpeak ; 
Till a kin4 rain- from above- 
Makes a calm*— fo'tis in lore; 

Flames 



Flames begin oi^r fiiik iid4f96i.> 
Like meeting thttndtef we iMihmy 9 
Then, you knew, the (bowers that fall 
Quench th^ ffiCt Mutqukt all. 

D A F H V B. 

How ikwld ttho ibouftn fioigei^ 

'Twas fo pleafant ta be web I 

They kilPdleye, I kntw itwi^ 

I dy*d all the wl»le they folL 

Say at lead ^at- nymph k i«^ 

Robs my hm^ of f^ muoh b^if» 9 

If (he 's fair, I (hall be easM, 

Through my ruin you '11 be pleas'd. 
8 T li E p> 1^ o V. 

Daphne never was (b fair, 

Strephon, fcarcely, (b (incere, 
Gf9tle, imioffent,, an^ fcee» 
Ever pleased with only me. 
Ma^y ohams my heart anthralt 
But there 's one above them all : 
With averfion, fkt^ doeg fly 
Tedious, ^^ing, qpngancy, 
D A P v N &• 
Cf^fil ds^phfrd i I fubqpdt, 
Do what Iqvc; aa4 yoi| think fiti: 
Change is fate,^ ^4 QP^ d«%iV 
Say you would have ftiil been miae. 
» T IV 9 P H Q K. 

Nymph, I cannot t 'tis, too- truc^ 
Chafi^ h4s &^^tl^ drnm^ tha» you. 

Be, 
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Be, by my example, wife f 
Faith to pleafure fitcrifice. 

DAPHNE. 

Silly fwain, I'll have you know, 
'Twas my practice long ago : 
Whilft you Taialy thought me true^ 
I was falfe, in fcom of you* 
By my tears, my heart's difguife, 
I thy lore and thee defpife. 
Womankind more joy difcovers 
Making fools, than keeping lovers* 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

ALEXIS AND STREPHON. 
Written at the Bath in the Year 1674. 

ALEXIS. 

nPHERE fighs not on the plain 
-^ So loft a fwain as I ; 
Scorch'd up with love, froze with diiHain, 
Of killing iweetnefs I complain. 

STREPHON. 

If 'tit Corinna, die. 
Since firft my daczled eyes were thrown 

On that bewitching face, 
Like ruin'd birds robb'd of their young, 

Lamenting^ 
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Lamentingy frighted, and undone, 

I fly from place to place- 
Fram'd by fome cruel powers above. 
So nice ihe is, and fair ; 
None from undoing can remove 
Since all, who are not blind, muil love; 

Who are not vain, de^r. 
A X. £ X I s. 
The gods no fooner give a grace. 
But, fond of their own art, 
Severely jealous, ever place. 
To guard the glories of a face, 

AMragon in the heart. 
Proud and ill-natur'd powers they strt. 

Who, peevilh to mankind, 
For their own honour's fake, with care 
Make a fweet form divinely fair : 

Then add a cruel mind. 

8TREPHON. 

Since (he 's infenfible of love. 

By honour taught to hate ; 
If we, forc'd by decrees above. 
Mull fenfible to beauty prove. 

How tyrannous is Fate ! 
I to the nymph have never nam'd 

The caufe of all my pain. 

ALEXIS. 

Such bafhfulnefs may well be blam*d ; 

For, iince to ferve we 're not afham'd. 

Why ihould ihe bluih to reign > 

ST&EPHOK* 
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But, if her haughty heart de^il^ 

My htnttMc ptoSer*d one. 
The juft compaffion fhe denies, 
I may obtain firbm others* eyes ; 

Mtn a*e ifot fair ah5ne. 
Devouring flames fequite new Fcrod ; 

My heart 's confiim'd ahnbft : 
New fires iftttft kindle in her Wood, 
Or mine go *ut, and tiiat h AS good, 
A L £ X 1 fi. 

Would*ft live when love is loft ? 
Be dead before thy paifioh dies ; 

For if thou Ihould'ft furvive, 
What anguifh would thy heart futprize. 
To fte her flames begin to rife. 

And thinfc no more alive ? 
s T R E p H o N. 
Rather what pleafure ihould I mqct 

In my triumphant fcorn, 
To fee my tyrant at my feet; 
While, taught by her, unmov'd I fit 

A tyrant in my turn. 

A L E X I 84 

Ungentle Ihepherd ! ceaftj, for ihame. 
Which way can you pretend 

To merit Co divine a flame, 

Who to dull life make a mean elaim, 
When love is at an «nd f 



As 



As trees are b^ Ant baik ttabnti'dt 

Love to my ibul iocfa ciing $ 
When torn bf ti^ft lttrd'« srcbdf bifte» 
The injutr'd ]^l<aits fdd dief 're «kfac'd» 

They wither in the tj^ngj 
My rifted fore wduld foAn rum, 

DiflbWng into air, 
Should I that nymph ceafi^ to a4lMii«y 
BlefsM in whofe arms I will expLrty 

Or at her foet defpair. 



THE ADVICE. 

A LL things fubmit themfelvcs to your command, ; 
■^^ Fair Cselia, when it does not love withftand : 
The power it borrows from your eyes alone ; 
All but the god muft yield to, who has none. 
Were he not blind, fuch are the charms you have, " 
He 'd quit his godhead to become your (lave : 
Be proud to a6l a mortal hero*s part, 
And throw himfelf for fame on his own dart. 
But fate has othcrwife difpos'd 6f things, 
In different bands Aibje^ed flaves and kings : 
Fctter'd in forms of royal ftate arfe they, 
While we enjoy the freedom to obey. 
That fate, like you, reMlefs does ordain 
To Love, that over Beauty he fhall reign. 
By harmony the univerfe does move. 
And what is harmony but mutual love > 

Who 
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Who would lefift an empire €o divinei 

Which univerfal nature does enjoin ? 

See gentle brooks, how quiedy they glid^, 

KifBng the rugged bank* on either fide ; 

While in their cryibd ftreams at once they ibowy 

And with them feed the flowers which they beftow ; 

Though rudely throng'd by a too near embrace. 

In gentle m^irmurs they keep on their pace 

To the lov'd Tea i . for ftreams have their defires ; 

Cool as they are, they feel love's powerful fires. 

And with fuch paffion, that if any force 

Stop or moleft them in their amorous courfe. 

They fwell, break down with rage, and ravage o'er 

The banks they kifs*d, and flowers they fed before. 

Submit then, Caelia, ere you be rcducM, 

For rebels, vanquifli*d once, are vilely us'd. 

Beauty *s no more but the dead foil, which Love 

Manures, and does by wife commerce improve : 

Sailing by flghs, through Teas of tear$, he fends 

Courtlhips from foreign hearts, for your own ends : 

Cherifh the trade, for as with Indians we 

Get gold and jewels, for our trumpery, 

So to each other, for their ufelefs toys. 

Lovers afibrd whole magazines of joys. 

But, if you 're fond of baubles, be, and ftarve. 

Your gewgaw reputation flili prelerve ; 

Live upon modefty and empty fame. 

Foregoing fenfe for a fantaflic name. 



THE 
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THE DISCOVERY. 

C^LIAy that faithful (ervant you difown^ 
Would in obedience keep his love his own l . 
But bright ideas, fuch as you iufpire. 
We can no mdre conceal than not admire. 
My heart at home in my own breaft did dwell. 
Like humble hermit in « peaceful cell : 
Unknovrn and undifturb*d it refted there. 
Stranger alike to Hope and to Defpair. 
Now Love with a tumultuous train invades 
The lacred quiet of thoie hallow'd fhades ; 
His fatal flames (hine out to every eye, 
Like blazing comets in a winter iky. 
How can my paflion merit your offence. 
That challenges fb little recompence ? 
For I am one bom only to admire^ 
Too humble e'er to hope, fcarce to deiire. 
A thing, whofe blifs depends upon your wilU 
Who would be proud you'd deign to ufe him ill. 
Then give me leave to glory in my chain, 
My fniitlefs fighs, and my unpity'd pain. 
Let me but ev^ love, and ever be 
Th' example of your power and cruelty. 
Since fo much fcom does in your breaft refide. 
Be more indulgent to its mother Pride. 
Kill all yott tnkfif and trample on thc^ graves } 
But own the fates of y«)vr neglected ilavts : 

U • Whea 
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When in the crowd yours undiftinguiih'd lies. 
You give airajf the ^it|n{^^f:yt|ir e^es. 
Perhaps (obtaining this) you '11 think I find 
More mevcffy ihaii yoac ang«r bas ildfigA'd': . 
But Lofe^Mtt cat^ftfUythefigaid for met. 
The laft pcrfeftion oimHkrf. 
For to my ftate the impesiof. ccnunoo pcaisey • 
Which e^fer jr wrttxih «ajay6 in death, mtift o^ak^ 
My worft of faces attend me in my graye. 
Since, dying, I xmift be no toon jmtrti^e. 

W O M A N'S H O N O U R, 

A S O K G. 

i. 

LOVE bid me hope, and I obcy'd ; 
Phillis contanued ^11 iZDkiad : 
Then you may e'en de^air, he ikid. 
In vain I fbive to change her mind^ 

n. 

Honour's got in, and kops her heart, 
Durft he but ventum once abroad. 

In my own right I *4 take yonr pact, • - 
And ihew myfcdfanitghcier god. 
HL 

This huffing Honour domitteers 
in irreafts, vfaae heaftane bas |>lace ( 

But if trae ^ncm«t Ix>Te «ppeai*s. 



The hedor daics not ftew his face. 



IV. Let 
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Let me (Ull langmlkaBd oompiainy 

Be moft inhiimaiily.dtoy'd :. 
I have (briic pleaitire in vciy pain^ 

She can have none with all her pride. 
V. 
I fall B facri^ce to Lofe, • 

She lives a wretch for Honour's (kke. 
Whofe tyrant does mdd crtkel prove. 

The difference is not hard to make. 
VI. 
Confider Real Honotir iheh, % 

You'll find hers cannot be the fame j 
Tis noble hohfidenfcd iri nien. 

In women meah milhiillful lliame. 

GRECIAN, X I N D N E S 8. 
A SON G. 

I. 

THE utmoft grace t*fc Greeks could (hew, 
When to the Trojans they grew kind^ 
Was with theit arms to kt them go. 

And leave their lingering wives behind, ' 
They beat the men, and burnt the towni 
Then all the baggage was their own. 

n. 

Thcfc the kind deity of #ine ' 

Kifs'd the foft wanton god of lovei 

• • •' ' U2 This 



£91 ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 
This clapp'd his wings, that prefs'd his vine ; 

And theif beft powers imited move. 
While each brave Gfeci6embnc*d his punk, 
LuU'd her afleep, and then grew drunks * 

THE MISTRESS* 
A S O N • G. 

I. 

A N age, in her embraces paft, 
-^*" Would feem a winter's day j 
Where life and light, wi(h envious hafte^ 
Are torn and ihatch'd away* 
II. 
But, oh I how ilowly minutes* roll. 

When abfent from her eyes ; 
That fed my love, which is my foul. 
It languifhes and dies. 
III. ^ 
For then, no more a foul but fliade. 

It mournfully does move ; 
And haunts my breaft, by abfence made 
The living tomb of love. 
IV. 
You %nfer men deipife me not ; 
Whofe Idve-fick fancy Jiives, 
On (hades of (buls, and heaven knows what s 
Short ages live in graves. 

V. Whene'er 
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V. 

Whene'er tbofe yrounding ejes, fo full 

Of (Weetnefs you did fee, 
Had you juft been |>rofouAdly dull,. 

You had gone mad like me. 
VI. 
Nor ccnfure us, you who perceive 

My beft-belov'd and me, ' 
Sigh and lament, complain and grieve, 

You think we difagree. 

VII. 

Alas ! 'tis facred jealoufy, ^ 

Love raised to an extreme ; 
The only proof, 'twixt^ them aod-me. 

We love, and do not dream. 

c» VIII. 

Fantaftic fancies fondly move, 

And in frail joys believe : 
Taking falfe pleafure for* true love ; 

But pain can ne'er deceive. 

IX. 
Rind jealous doubts, tormenting fears, 

And anxious cares, when pad. 
Prove our heart's treafure Bx^d and dear. 

And make us blefs'd at laft. 



Us A SONG. 
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A SONG.* 

A BSENT from i*«e I languiih fclj j • 
-^^ Then afk mc not, "^jVhen I return ? . 
The ftraying fo<?l :t vUl plainly kill. 
To wifh all day, ?iU night tq mourn. 
II.. 
Dear, from thine arms then let me fly,. 

That my fantaftic mind may prove 
The torments it deferves to try, 

That tears my fix'd heart from my love. 

m. 

When wearied 'wkK a world of woe 

To thy fafe bofbm I retire. 
Where love, and peace,, and truth, does flow. 

May I content(:d there expire ! 
IV. 
Leil, once npoic wandeiring from that heaven^ 

I fall on fome baic heart unbleft s 
Faithlefs to thee, falfe, unforgivcn. 

And Igfe my e^wWUi;]^ reft* 

A S a N O. 

I. 
P HILL IS, be gentler, I advife, 
•■• Make up for time mif-lpent. 
When beauty on its death-bed lies, 
Tis high time to repent. 

It. Suck 



11. . M 
Such is the malt«!t>lr7«BlP/ftlt^i» i 

That makes jfnil oldr ib'.£d)9n ; 
Your pleafyre ever owm sr«oo lflte» \ 

How early e*er begno^ . . '; 

m. ;• 
Think wh^t a \vr^'^e4,t^i#g is ihcp. . 

Whofe ftars coutrive, iftfpight. 
The mjDxnii^crf her lovie ibould be 

Her fading beauty*?. nig^ 
IV. 
Then if, to make your ruin more, 

You.*ll peevi(hly b« coy, . ... 

Die with flie fcandal of a whore. 

And never know the joy. 

TO CORINNA. 

A S Q N. G. \. 

^' " ^! 

WH AT cruef p^iiis Corinna takds, * 
To force that hannlefs frown i 
When not one charm her feee foHakcsi 
Love cannot kyfchts own* 

rr . 

So fWeet a facr, fb^fbft a hesdrtj 

Such eyes fo very kfiuiv 
Betray, alas ! the filly arr 

VWtM had iU defign'd. 

V 4 III. Poor 
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III. . 
Poor feeble tyraat t "MlMr m Yain 

Would proudly taJce «pon her, 
Againft kind Natuieto masntun 
Afie6ted rales of honoor- 
IV. 
'The fcorn fhe bears fo helplefs proves. 

When I plead paffibn to her, 
That much Ihe fears (but more (he loves) ' 
Her vaflal ihould undo her. 



LOVE AND LIFE, 
A S O K 6. 

J. 

ALL my paft life is mine no more. 
The flying hours are gone : 
Like tranfitory dreams given o'er. 
Whole images t^ kept in (lore 
By memory alone. 

n. 

The time that is to coom is not i 

How can it then be mine ? 
The prefent moment 's all my lot; 
And that, as fail as it is got, 

PhiUisj is only thine. 



lUp Then 
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III. 

Then talk not of inconiUncyy 

Falie hearts, and broken vows i 
If Ip by miracle, can be. 
This live-long minute true to thee, ■ . * ^ 

'Tis all that heaven allows. 

A SONG. 

I. 
"ITTHILE on thofe lovely looks I gaze, 
^^ To fee a wretch purfuing, 
In raptures of a blefs'd amaze. 

His pleafing happy ruin ; 
'Tis not for pity that I move ; 

His fate is too afpiring, 
Whoie hearty broke with a load of love. 

Dies wifhing and admiring. 
II. 
But if this murder you 'd forego. 

Your ilave from death removing; 
Let me your art of charming know, 

Or learn you mine of loving. 
But, whether life or death betide, 

In love 'tis equal meafure ; 
^The viQor iivtt with empty pride, 

The Tanquiih'd die with pleafure. 



A SONG. 
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A S O N G.; 

I. 

•TnO this moment a rebel, I throw down my anns, 
-*■ Great Love, at firft fight of Olinda^s bright charms : 
Made proud and fecure by fuch forces as thefe. 
You may noVj^ay iSkb tyridt as ibon as ynu pleafe. 

II. 
When innocence, beauty, aijd" wit, do con{pire 
To betray, and^ engage, and inflame m/ dcfirc ;. 
Why fhould I decline what I cannot avoid. 
And let pleafmg hope by bafe fear be dellroy'd > 

III. 
Her innocence cannot contrive to undo me. 
Her beauty 's inidin'd, or why fhould it purfue me } 
And wit has to pleadire been ever a frien)d ; 
Then what room for def|)air, fince delight is Love's end ? 

IV. 
There can be na danger in. £wecti>eis, and. )fouth. 
Where love is fecm*d by ggod-Aat^B^.a^j^ truths 
On her beauty I '11 ga2e,. and of i)leaiwe, cpmpliixi i 
While every kind loQ^ sid4«^ a* Vuf)^ tp\ vfh^ cjuun. 

V. 
'Tis more to main«un>< thaa it xnm tm&ofdm^ 
But her wit lead» iriv trmmph ths ^^sttKAhtrtt^ts : 
I beheld, with the lofs of my freedom before ; 
But, hearing, for ever muft fcrve and adore. 

VI. Too 



VI. 

Too bright is my goddeTs, her temple too weak : 
Retire, divine image' ( I feel my l^art break. 
Help, LovA ;' I d^olve iik a ni|tmFe ^f-Gfa^^smfi^ 
At the thought of thofe joys I (houli meet in her arms. 



UPON HIS LEAVING HIS> MISTRESS. 



•T" I S not that I am weary gipwn 
•*• Of being yours, and yoMrs alpne : 
"But with what face can I incline 
To damn you to be only mine ; 
Youy whom ibme kinder power did fail)^pn^ 
By merit, and by inclination. 
The joy at leaft of a whole nation ? , 

U. 
Let meaner fpirit« of your iex. 
With humble aims their thougjhi;;. jpernlex : 
And boafly if, by their arts," tbey can 
Contrive to make one happy man. 
While, mov'd by an impartijil Cenfe, 
Favours, like Nature, you dilpenfe, 
With univerlal influence. 



! 



) 



UPON 
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UP O N 
DRINKING IN A BOWL. 

I. 

VULCAN, contrive mc fuch a cup 
AsNeftorw'dofoId; I 

Shew all thy (kill to trim it up, 
Damaik it round with gold. 

it: 

Make it fo large, that, fill'd with fack 

Up to the fwelling brim, 
Vaft toaih on the delicious lake, 
. Like fhips at fea, may fwim. 

in. 

Engrave not battle on his cheek ; 

With war I *ve nought to do ; 
I 'm none of thofe that took Maeftrick, 

Nor Yarmomh kaguer knew. 
IV. 
Let it no name of planets tell, 

Fix*d ftars, or conftellations : 
For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 

Nor none of his relations. 
V. 
But carye thereon a (preading vine ; 

Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their limbs in amorous folds intwine. 

The type of future joys. 

VI. Cupid 
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VI. 
Cupid and Bacchus my iaints are. 
May drink and love itiil reign 1 
With wine I wafh away my canes. 
And then to Love again. 

A SONG. 

I- 

AS Chloris full of harmlef^ thoughts 
Beneath a willow lay. 
Kind Love a youthful fhepherd brought. 
To pafs the time away. 
IL 
She bluih'd to be encounter'd Co, 
And chid the amorous iwain ; 
Bitty as ihe ftrove to rife and go. 
He puird her down again. 

in. 

A fudden paffion feiz'd her heart. 

In ipight of her difdain ; 
She found a pulfe in every part, 

And love in every vein. 
IV. 
Ah, youth ! (iaid (he) what charms are theft. 

That conquer and furprize ? 
Ah ! let me for, unlefs you pkafc, 

I have no power to life. 

V.She 



V. 

She fainting fpokc, aiitf frenAling lay; 

For fear he fliould idtepjy ; ' 
Her lovely eyes her heat<e betray. 

And give her tongue the -l^f*, 

VI. 
Thus flie, iRiio priK'ces hafldeny'd; 

With ail their pomp and train. 
Was in the lucky minute try'd, 

And yielded to a fvvain. 



A SONG. 

I. 

/^ I VE me leave to rail at you, 

^"^ I afk nothing but my due ; 
To call you falfe, and then to (ay 
You fhall not keep my heart a day : 
But, alas ! againft my will, 
I muft be your captive Hill. 
Ah I be kinder then j for I 
Cannot change, and would not die. 

IF. 

Kindnefs has refiftlefs charms. 
All bcfides but weakly, move, 
Fierceft anger it difarms. 
And clips the wings of flying love. 



Beauty 



Beauty does the heart invade, 
Kindnefs only can fmsiaadti 
It gilds the lover't Sferriie cfasiB, 
And makes the (laves grow {)teasVI vgatn* 



THE ANSWEI^. 

1. 

NOTHING addu to yow Md fire 
More than fconiy and cold diidain : 
1, to chenjh your defire, 

Kindnefs us'd, but '*t was in viin. 

II. 

You infiftcd on your Have, 

Humble love you foon refus'd j 

Hope not then a power to have 
Which inglodouily you us'd. 

III. 
Think not, Thyrffis, I will c*«r 

By ray love my empire lofe ; 
You grow conftant throu^ Ae^fsst, 

Love tetMOiM. you would abnfe. 

Though you ftiH poflels my heart. 

Scorn and rigour I muft feign : 
Ah ! forgive that only art^ 

Love has left your love to gain. ' 



V.You 
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V. 

You that could my heart fubdue. 

To new conquefts jie'er pretend : 
Let th' example make me true. 

And of a conquered foe a friend. 
VI. 
Then, if e'er I flxmld complain 

Of your empire, or my chain. 
Summon all the powerful charms. 

And kill the rebel in your annt. 

CONSTANCY. 

A SONG* 

I. 
T Cannot change, ^s others do, 
■* Though you unjuftly fcom ; 
Since that poor Twain that iighs for you. 

For you alone was bom. 
No, Phillis, no, your heart to move 

A furcr way I *11 try ; 
And, to rerenge my flighted love, 

Will itill love on, will flill love on, and dk« 
II. 
When, kiird with grief, Amyntas lies, 

And you to mind fliall call 
The fighs that now unpity'd rife. 

The tears that vainly fall : 

That 
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That welcome hour that ends this {mart. 

Will then begin your pain ; 
For fuch a faithful tender heart 

Can never break, can never break in vain. 

A SONG. 

I. 

■^^ Y dear miftrefs has a heart 

'*"-*• Soft as thofe kind looks (he gave me, 

When, with love's reliefs art, 

And her eyes, (he did enflave me. 
But her conltancy 's fo weak. 

She 's fo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break. 

Should we live one day afunder. 
II. 
Melting joys about her move, 

Killing pleafures, wounding blifTes : 
She can drefs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can warm N\ith kiflcs. 
Angels liflen when (he fpeaks. 

She 's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jealous heart would break, 

Should we live one day afunder. 



A LET. 
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A LETTER 

From A'R T E M I S A in the Town, 
To C L O E in the Country, 

CLOEy by your command in verfc I write j 
Shortly you '11 bid me ride aftride and fight : 
Such talents better with our iex agree. 
Than lofty flights of dangerous poetry. 
Among the men, I mean the men of wit, 
(At leaft they pafs'd for fuch before they writ) 
How many bold adventurers for the bays, 
Proudly defigning^ large returns of praife ; 
Who durft that ftormy pathlefs world explore. 
Were foon dafh'd back, and wreck'don the dull ihoxe. 
Broke of that little (lock they had before ! 
How would a woman's tottering barque be toft. 
Where ftoutcft (hips (the men of wit) are loft I 
When I reflcft on this, I ftraight grow wife. 
And my own felf I gravely thus advife : 

Dear Artemifa ! poetry 's a fnare ; 
Bedlam has many manfions, liave a care ; 
Your Mufc diverts you, makes the reader (ad ; 
You think yourfclf infpir'd, he thinks you mad. 
Confider too, 'twill be difcreetly done. 
To make yourfclf the fiddle of the town. 
To find th' ill-humour*d pleafure at their need i 
Curs'd when you fail, and fcom*d when you fuccecd. 

Thus, 



■1 
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Thur/ like an arrant woman as I am > 
No (boner well convinc'd writing *s a fliame. 
That Whore is fcarce a more reproachful name 

Than Poctefs 

Like men that marry, or like maids that woo^ 
Becaufe 'tis th' very woiil thing they can do : 
Pleas'd with the contradi6^ion and the (in, 
Methinks I ftand on thorns till I begin. 

Y' expe£^ to hear, at leaft, what love has paft 
In this lewd town, fince you and I faw laft j 
What change has happen'd of intrigues, and whether 
The old ones laft, and who and who's together. 
But how, my detreft Cloe, ihould I fet 
My pen to write what I would fain forget ! 
Or name that loft thing Love, without a tear, 
Since (b debauch'd by llUbred cuftoms here ? 
Love, the moft generous paffion of the mind. 
The fofteft refuge innocence can find ; 
The fafe direftor of unguided youth, 
Fraught with kind wifties, and fccur'd by tfuth ; 
That cordial -drop heaven in our cup has thronvn, 
To make the naufeous draught of life go down ; 
On which one only blcffing God might raifc, 
In lands of Atheifts, fubfidies of praife : 
For none did e'er fo dull and ftupid prove, 
But felt a God, and blefs'd his power, in love : 
This only joy, for which poor we arc made, 
Is ^rown, like play, to be an arrant trade : 
The rooks creep in, and it has got of late 
As many little cheats and tricks as that ; 

X 2 But, 
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But, what yet more a woman's heart would vex, 
'Tis chiefly carry *d on by our own fex j 
Our filly fex, who born, like monarchs, free, 
Turn Gipfies for a meaner liberty. 
And hate rdlraint, though but from infamy : 
That call whatever is not common nice. 
And, deaf to Nature's rule, or Lovc*s advice^ 
.Forfake the pleafurc, to purfue the vice. 
To an exaft perfc6\ion they have brought 
The a£^ion Love, the pai&on is forgot. 
'Tis below wit, they tell you, to admire. 
And ev'n without approving they defire : 
Their private with obeys the public voice, 
'Twixt good and bad whimfy decides, not choice : 
Fafhions grow up for tafte, at forms they flrike. 
They know what they would have, not what they like, 
Bevy 's a beauty, if fome few agree 
To call him fo, the reft to that degree 
Afle£ted are, that with their ears they fee. 

Where I was vifiting the other night. 
Comes a fine lady, with her humble knight, 
Who had pnevail'd with her, through her own (kill, 
At his rcquell, though much againft his will, 
To come to London——- 
As the coach ftopt, I heard her voice, more loud 
Than a great-belly'd woman's in a croud ; 
Telling the knight, that her afiairs require 
He, for fome hours, obfequiouily retire. 
I think Ihe was afham'd he ihould be feen : 
Hard fate of hufbands ! the gallant had been. 
Though a difeas'd, ill-favour'd fool, brought in 

]>irpatch 
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Bifpatch) fays fhe, the buiinefs you pretend. 
Your beaftly vifit to your drunken friend, 
A bottle ever makes you look fo fine ; 
Methinks I long to fmell you ftink of wine. 
Your country drinking breath** s enough to kill j 
Sour ale corre6led with a lemon-peel. 
Pr'ythee, farewel ; we'll meet again anon : 
The neceflary thing bows, and is gone. 
She flies up flairs, and all the hallo docs (how 
TTiat fifty antic poftures will allow ; 

And then burfts out Dear madam, am not I 

The ftrangeft, alter'd, creature : let me di«, 

I find myfelf ridiculoufly grown, 

Embarraft with my being out of town : 

Rude and untaught, like any Indian queen, 

My country nakednefs is plainly fcen. 

How is Love govem'd ? Love that rules the ftate ; 

And pray who are the men moft worn of late ? 

When I was marry'd, fools were a-ia-mode, 

The men of wit were then held incommode : 

Slow of belief, and fickle in defire, 

Who, ere they *11 be perfuaded, muft enquire. 

As if they came to fpy, and not t' admire : 

With fearching wifdom, fatal to their cafe. 

They ftill find out why what may fliould not pleafe j 

Nay, take themfelves for injur'd, when we dare 

Make them think better of us than we are ; 

And if we hide our frailties from their fights, 

Call us deceitful jilts and hypocrites ; 

X 3 They 
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They little guefs, who at our am arc griet*d. 
The perfeft joy of being wtfll deoeiy'd ; 
Inquifitive as jealous cuckolds grow ; 
Rather than not be kndwing, tfacy will know 
What| being known, creates Chcir £eft*in woe. 
Women ihould theie, of all mankind* avoids 
For wonder> by clear knowledge, is dfcibroy'd. 
Woman, who is an arrant bird of night. 
Bold in the duik, before a foOPs dull fi^t 
Mufl fly, whenReaibn brings the glaring light. 
But the kind eafy fool, apt to admire 
Himfelf, tnifti us ; his follies all confpire 
'To flatter his, and favour our defire : 
Vain of his prt^er merit, he with eafe 
Believes we love him bed, who beft can pleafii; 
On him our grofs, dull, common flatteries pafs. 
Ever moft happy when moil made an afs ; 
Heavy to apprehend, though all mankind 
Perceive us falfe, the fop himfelf is blind ; 

Who, doating on himfelf 

Thinks every one that fees him of his mind. 
Theie arc true womens men — -Here, forced to cea(^ 
Through want of breath, not will, to hold her peace. 
She to the window runs, where (he had fpy'd 
Her much-cfteem*d dear friend, the monkey, ty'd | 
With forty fmiles, as many antic bOws, 
As if 't had been the lady of the houfe, « 

The dirty chattering monfter (he embracM, 
And made it this fbe tender fpeech at laft : 

Kifs 
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Kifs me, thou curious miniature of man ; 
How odd thou art, how pitttT> how japan ! 
Oh ! I could live and die with thee : then on. 
For half an hour, in compliments (he ran : \ 
I took this time to think what Nature meant^ 
When this mixt thing into the world flic fent» 
So very wiie, yet fo ImfiertiBent ; 
One that knows every thing that God thought fit. 
Should be an afs through dioice» not want of wit ; 
Whofe foppery, without the ]Mhp of fenfe. 
Could ne'er have rofe to fuch aft excellence : 
Nature 's as lame in making a true fop 
As a philofopher ; the very top 
And dignity of folly we attain 
By fludious fearch and labour of the brain. 
By obfervation, counfel, and deep thought : 
God never made a coxcomb worth a groat ; 
We owe that name to induftry and arts : 
An eminent fool muil be a fool of parts. 
And fuch a one was (he, who had turn'd o'er 
As many books as men, lov'd ^xuich, read more. 
Had a difceming wit $ to hur was known 
Every one*s fault, or merit, but her own* 
All tlie good qualities that ever blcft 
A woman fo diftinguifli'd from the reft, 
Except difcrction only, ihe poiTeft. 
But now, mon cker, dear Pug« fhe cries, adieu ; 
And the diicourfe broke oif does thus renew : 

You fmile to fee toe, who the world perchance 
Miftakes to have fome wit, fo far advance 

X 4 The 
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The intereft of fools, that I a|^irove 

Their merit more than men of wit in love ; 

But in Qur fex too many proofs there are 

Of fuch/whom wits undo, and fools repair. 

This, in' my time, was fo obierv'd a rule, 

Hardly a wench in town but had her fool ; 

The meaneft common ilut, who long was grown 

The jeft and fcom of every pit buffoon. 

Had yet left charms enough to have fubdued 

Some fop or other, fond to be thought lewd. 

Foder could make an Iriih lord a Nokes, 

And Betty Morris had -her city cokes. 

A woman 's ne'er fo niin'd, but (he can 

Be ilill reveng'd on her imdoer, man : 

How loft foc'cr, Ihe'll find foroe lover more 

A lewd abandoned fool than fhe a whore. ' 

That wretched thing Corinna, who has mn - 

Through all the ievenl ways of being undone : 

Cozen'd at firft by love, and living then 

By turning the too-dear-bought cheat on men : 

Gay were the hours, and wing'd with joy they flew^ 

When firft the town her early beauties knew ; 

Courted, admir'dy and lov'd, with prefents fed. 

Youth in her looks, and pleafure in her bed i 

Till fate, or her ill angel, thought it fit 

To make her doat upon a man of wit; 

Who found 'twas dull to love above a day. 

Made his ill-natur'd jeft, and went away. 

Now fcom'd of all, forfaken and opprefti 

She 's a memento mori to the reft : 

Difeas'd, 
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Difeas'd, decayM, to take up half .a crown 
Muft mortgage her long fcaif and mantua gown ; 
Poor creature, who, unheard-of, . as a fly 
In fome dark hole muft all the winter lie, 
And want and dirt endure a whole half-year^ 
That for one month ihe tawdry may zpjpcsacm 
In l^aller-term fhe gets her a new gown 5 
When my young mafter's worfliip comes to town. 
From pedagogue and mother juft fet free. 
The heir and hopes of a great family ; 
Who with ilrong beer and beef the country rules, 
A|id ever fince the Conqueft have been fools; 
And now, with careful pn>(pe£l: to maintain 
This charadvr, left crolling of the ih^ain 
Should mend the booby breed, his friends providt 
A coufin of his own to be his bride : 
And thus iet out — — 
With an efiate, no wit, and a young wife. 
The folid comforts of a coxcomb's life. 
Dunghill and peafe forfook^ he comes to town. 
Turns (park, learns to be lewd, and is undone { 
Nothing fuits worfe with vice than want of fenie^ 
Fools are (till wicked at their own expence. 
This o'er-grown fchool-boy loft Corinna wins ; 
At the firft dafh to make an afs begins : 
Pretends to like a man that has not known 
The vanities, or vices of the town j 
Frefh is the youth, and faithful in his love. 
Eager of joys which he does feldom prove ; 

Healthful 
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Healthful ilnd ibong, he does no pains endure 
But what the fair^ne he adores can curt ; 
Grateful for favours, docs the fex efteem. 
And libels none for being kind to him ; 
Then of the lewdnefs of the town complaint. 
Rails at the wits and atheifts, and maintains 
'Tis better than good fenfef, than power or wealdi^ 
To have k blood untainted, youth, and health. 
The unbred puppy, who had never fecn 
A creature look fo gay, or talk fo fine, 
Believes, then falls in love, and then in debt; 
Mortgages all, ev'n to the ancient feat. 
To buy his milh«fs a new houfe for life, 
To give her plate and jewels, robs his wife j 
And "When to th* height of fondnefs ht is grown, 
'Tis time to poifon him, and all 's her own : 
Thus meeting in her common arms his fete. 
He leaves her bafhird heir to his eftate ; 
And, as the race of fuch an owl deferve. 
His own dull lawful progany he ftarves. 
Natum (that never made a thing in vain, 
But does each inie£k to fome end ordain) 
Wifely provokes kind keeping fooh, no doubt. 
To patdh up vices men of wit wear out. 

Thus flie ran on two hours, fome grains of fenfc 
Still mixt with follies of impertinence. 
But now 'tis time I fhould fome pity fhow 
To Cloe, (ince I cannot choofe but kno^v, 
Readers muft reap what dulleft writers ibw» 




By 



ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 31$ 

By the next pofl I will fuch ftoricft telly 
As, join'd to thefe, fhall to a volume fwellf 
As true as heaven, more infamous than hell. 
But you are tir'd, and fo am I. Farewell. 



AN EPISTOLARY ESSAY 

From Lord Rochester td Lord Mulgrave, 

IT p o N 

THEIR MUTUAL POEMS. 

DEAR friend, I hear this town does fo abound 
In faucy cenfurers, that faults are found 
With what of late we, in poetic r^c 
Beftowingy threw away on the dull age. 
But (howfoe'er envy their fpleen may raife. 
To rob my brows of the deferved bays) 
Their thanks, at lead, I merit ; fince through me 
They are ^^tatsktn Of your poetry. 
And this is all I '11 iay in my defence, 
T' obtain one line of your well-worded fenie, 
I '11 be content t* have writ the " Britiih Prince." 
I 'm none of thofe who think themfelves in^'d^ 
Nor write with the vain hope to be admired j 
But from a rule I have (upon long trial) 
T' avoid with care all fort of felf-denial. 
Which way foe'er defire and fancy lead, 
(Contpmning fame) that path I boldly trnd : 

And 



} 
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And if expofing what I take for wit, 

To my dear fclf a plcafure I beget. 

No matter though the cenfuring critics fret. 

Thefe whom my Mufe difpleafes are at ftrife. 

With equal fpleen, againft my courfe of life ; 

The leaft delight of which I '11 not forego. 

For all the flattering praife man can beftow. 

If I defignM to pleafe, the way were then 

To mend my manners, rather than my pen : 

The firft 's tmnatural, therefore unfit; 

And for the fecond I defpair of it. 

Since grace is not {o hard to get as wit : 

Perhaps ill veries ought to be confinM, 

In mere good-breeding, like unfavoury wind. 

Were reading forc*d, I fhould be apt to think. 

Men might no more write fcurvily than ftink. 

I '11 own that you write better than I do, 

But I have as much need to write as you. 

In all I write, fhould fenie, a|id wit, and ii)yme. 

Fail ihe at once, yet (bmething fo fublime 

Shall damp my poem, that the world may fee. 

It could have been produc'd by none but me. 

And that 's my end ; for man can wifli no more 

Than fo to write, as none e'er writ before ; 

Yet why am I no poet of the times ? 

Ihave aliufions, fimilies, and rhymes, 

And wit J or elfe 'tis hard that I alone, 

Of the whole race of mankind, ihould have none. 

Unequally the partial hand of heaven 

Has all but this one only bleifing given. 

The 



} 



ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 317 

The world appears like a great family, 

Whofe lord, opprefs'd with pride and poverty, . 

(That to a few great bounty he may ihow) 

Is fain to ilarve the numerous train below. 

Juil fo (eems Providence, as poor and vain. 

Keeping more creatures than it can maintain : 

Here 'tis profaie, and there it meanly faves, 

And for one prince, it makes ten thoufand (laves. 

In wit alone 't has been magnificent, 

Of which fo juft a fhare to each is fent, ^ 

That the moft avaricious ire content. 

For none e'er thought (the due divifion 's fuch) 

His own too little, or his friend's too much. 

Yet moft men fhew, or find, great want of wit. 

Writing themfelves, or judging what is writ. 

But I, who am of fprightly vigour full. 

Look on mankind as envious and dull. 

Bom to myfelf, I like myfelf alone, - 

And mud conclude my judgment good, or none : 

For could my fenie be naught, how (hould I know 

Whether another man's were good or no ? 

Thiis I refolve of my own poetry, 

That 'tis the beft ; and there 's a fame for me. 

If then I 'm happy, what does it advance, 

^Vhedler to merit due, or arrogance > 

Oh, but the world will take ofience hereby I 

Why then the world (hall fuflfer for 't, not I. 

Did e'er this iaucy world and I agree, 

To let it have its bcaltiy will on me ? 

Why 



3t9 ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 

Why ihould my proftituted (enfe be drawn. 
To every rale diehr mufty cuftoms fpawn ? 
But men may cenfure you ; 'tis two to one. 
Whene'er they cenfure, they 'U be in die wrong. 
There 's not a thing on earth, that I can name^ 
So fooliih, and fo falfe, as common fame. 
It calls the courtier knave, the plun-man rude. 
Haughty the grave, and the delightful lewd. 
Impertinent the briik, nuvofe the iad. 
Mean the familiar, the referv'd-one mad. 
Poor helplefs woman is not livour'd more, 
She 's a fly hypocrite, or public whore. 
Then who the devil would give thi8-*-to be free 
From th' innocent reproach of infamy } 
Thefe things confider'dy make me (in defpighc 
Of idle rumour) keep at home and write. 



A SATYR 

AGAINST MANKIND. 



IITTERE I, who to my coft already am 
^^ One of thofe flrange prodigious creatures man, 
A fpirit free, to choole for my own fluuv, 1 

What fort of flefli and blood I pleased to wear, > 
I M be a dog, a monkey, or a bear, J 

Or any thing, but that vain animal. 
Who is fo proud of being rational. 

The 
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The lenfes are too grofs, aaid he '11 contnTe 

A fixth, to contradt6l the other five ; 

And, before certain inftinft, will prefer 

Reafon, which fifty times for one docs err. 

Reafon, an ignis fatuus of the mind, 

Which leaves the light of nature, fenfe, bdiind s 

Pathlefs ^nd dangerous wandering ways it takes. 

Through error's fenny bogs, and thorny brakes ; 

Whilft the niifguided follower climbs with pain 

Mountains of whimfies, heapt in his own brain : 

Stumbling from thought to thought, falls headlong 

down 
Into Doubt's boundlcfs fca, where like to drown 
Books bear him up a while, and make him try- 
To fwim with bladders of philofophy ; 
In hopes ftill to overtake the (kipping light. 
The vapour dances in his dazzled fight. 
Till, fpent, it leaves him to eternal night. 
Then Old Age and Experience, hand in hand. 
Lead him to Death, and make him underftand. 
After a fearch fo painful and fo long, 
Th»t all his life he has been in the wrong. 
Huddled in dirt, this reafoning engine lies. 
Who was fo proud, fo witty, and fo wife : 
Pride drew him in, as cheats their bubbles catch. 
And made him venture to be made a wretch : 
His wifdora did his happinefs deftroy. 
Aiming to know the world he ihould enjoy : 
And wit was his vain frivolous pretence. 
Of pleafi^g others at his own expence; 

For 
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For %vits are treated juft like conmion whores, 

Firft they *re enjoy'd, and then kick'd out of doors 

The pleafure paft, a threatening doubt remains. 

That frights th' enjoyer with fucceeding pains. 

Women, and men of wit, are dangerous tools. 

And ever fatal to admiring fools. 

Pleafure allures ; and when the fops efcape,- 

'Tis not that tliey are lov'd, but fortunate ; 

And therefore what they fear, at heart they hate. 

But now, methinks, feme formal band and beard 

Takes me to talk : come on. Sir, I *m prq>ar'd. 

Then, by your favour, any thing that *s writ, 

Againft this gibing, gingling knack, call'd Wit, 

Likes me abundantly ; but you '11 take care, . 

Upon this point, not to be too fevere.; 

Perhaps my Mufe were fitter for this part j 

For, I profefs, I can be very fmart 

On wit, which I abhor with all my heart. 

I long to lafh it in fomc Ihai-p eifay, -| 

But your grand indifcretion bids me flay, > 

And turns my tide of ink another way. J 

What rage ferments in your degenerate mind, 

To make you rail at reafon and mankind ? 

Bleft glorious man, to whom alone kind heaven 

An everlafting foul hath freely given ; 

Whom his great Maker took fuch care to make^ 

That from himfelf he did the image take. 

And this fair frame in fhining reafon drefl:, 

To dignify his nature above beafl: 

Reaibn, 
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Reaibiiy by whofe aipiring ijiflucnce» 
We take a flight beyond material fenfey 
Dive into xnyfteries, then foaring pierce 
The flaming limits of the univeiie. 
Search heaven and hell, And out what 's a6led there. 
And giye the world true grounds of hope and fear. 

Hold, mighty man, I cry j all this we know 
From the pathetic pen of Ingelo, 
From Patrick's Pilgrim, Sibb's Soliloquies, 
And 'tis this very peafon I deipife 
This fupema^iiral gift, that makes a mite 
Think he 's the image of the Infinite j 
Comparing his fhort life, void of all reft. 
To the Eternal and the Ever-bleft i 
This bufy puzzling ftirrer up of doubt. 
That frames deep myfterics, then finds them out. 
Filling with frantic crowds of thinking fools, 
The reverend bedlams, colleges and Ichools, 
Borne on whofe wings, each heavy lot can pierce 
The limits of the boundlefs univerfc 
So charming ointments nuike an old witch fly» 
And bear a crippled carcafe through the Iky, 
'Tis this ex^cd power, whofe bufincfs lies 
In nonfcnfe and impoflibilities : 
This made a whimflcal philofopher. 
Before the fpacious world his tub prefer; 
And we have many modem coxcombs, who 
Retire to think, 'caufe they have nought to do. 
But thoughu were given for a6Uons* govcrnmcDt, 
Wiiese a6lion ceaics, thought 's impertinent. 

Y Our 
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Our fphere of a£^ion it tife*8 happinefs, 
And he that thinks beyond, thinks like an afs. 
Thus whilft againft falfe reafoning I inveigh, 
I own right reafbni >vhich I would obey ; 
That rcafon, which diftinguifhes by fenfe, 
And gives us rules of good and ill from thence ; 
That bounds defires with a reforming will. 
To keep them more in vigour, not to kill : 
Your reafon hinders, mine helps to enjoy. 
Renewing appetites, yours would deftroy. 
My reafon is my friend, yours is a cheat ; 
Hunger calls out, my reafon bids me eat ; 
Perverfely yours, your appetite does mock 5 
This aiks for food j that anfwers, what 's a clocks ? 
This plain diftinftion, Sir, your doubt (ecures ; 
'Tis not true reafon I dcfpife, but yours. 
Thus I think reafon righted : but for man, 
I'll ne'er recant, defend him if you can. 
For all his pride, and his philofophy, 
'Tis evident beafts are, in their degree. 
As wife at leaft, and better far than he. 
Thofe creatures are the wife(l, who attain, 
By fureH n^eans, the ends at which they aim. 
If therefpre Jowler finds, and kills his hare. 
Better than Meres fupplies committee-chair ; 
Though one *8 a flatefman, th' other but a hound, 
Jowler in juflice will be wifer found. 
You fee how far man's wifdom here extends : 
Look next if human nature makes amend* j 

Whofc 
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Whole principles are moft generous and juft $ 
And to whoie morals you would fooner truft : 
Be judge yourfelf, I *11 bring it to the teft, 
Which is the bafeft creature, man or beail : 
Birds feed on birds, beaib on each other prey. 
But favage man alone does man betray. 
Preft by neceffity, they kill for food ; 
Man undoes man, to do himfelf no good : 
With teeth and claws by nature arm'd, they hunt 
Nature's allowance, to fupply their want. 
But man, with fmiles, embraces, friendihips, praiie» 
Inhumanly his fellow's life betrays ; 
With voluntary pains works his diftrefs j 
Not through neceffity, but wantonnefs. 
For hunger or for love, they bite or tear, 
Whilfl wretched man is flili in arms for fear : t 
For fear he arms, and is of arms afraid, 
From fear to fear fucccffively betray 'd : 
Bafe fear, the fource whence his beil paifions came. 
His boafted honour, and his dear-bought fame : 
The lull of power, to which he 's fuch a Have, 
And for the which alonfe he dares be brave j . 
To which his various proje£ls are defign'd, 
Which makes him generous, afiable, and kind $ 
For which he takes fuch pains to be thought wife, 
Afid fcrews his acdlions in a forced difguife ; 
Leads a moil tedious life, in mifery, 
Under laborious, mean hypocrify. 
Look to the bottom of his valt deiign. 
Wherein man's wifdomy power, ^d glory join { 

Y % The ' 
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The good be zGts, the ill he does endure, 

*Tis all from fear, to make himfelf fecure. 

Merely for fafety, after fame they thirft ; 

For all men would l)e cowards if they durft : 

And honefly 's againU all common fenfe ; 

Men muft be knaves^* 'tis in their own defence. 

Mankind 's difhoneft ; if you think it fair, 

Amongft known cheats, to play upon the (quare. 

You *li be undone—— 

Nor can weak truth your reputation fave ; 

The knaves will all agroe to call you knave. 

Wronged ihall he live, infulted o*er, oppreft. 

Who dares be leis a villain than the reft. 

Thus here you fee what human naiture craves, 

Moft men are cowards, all men ihould be knaves. 

The difference lies, as £ar at I can iee. 

Not in the thing itfelf, but the degree $ 

And all the fubje£^-matter of debate. 

Is only who 's a knave of the iirft rate. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

ALL this with mdignation have I hurrd* 
At the pretending part of the proud world, 
Who, fwoln with felfifli vanity, deviie . 
Falfe freedoms, holy cheats, and formal lyes. 
Over their fellow-flavcs to tyrannize. 

But if in court £6 juft a roan there be, 
(In coun a juft man, yet unknmvA to me) 
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Who does his needful flattery dire£b, 
Not tQ opprefs and ruin, but proteft j 
Since flattery, which way (bever laid. 
Is dill a tax on that unhappy trade ; 
If (b upright a ftatefman you can find, 
Whof&pailions bend to his unblafs'd mind ; 
Who does his arts and policie» apply, 
iTo raife his country, not his family. 

Is there a mortal who on God relics ? 
Whofe life his fiaith and doftrine juiHfics ? 
Not one blown up with vain aipiring pride. 
Who, for reproof of fins, docs man deride r 
Whofe envious heart with faucy eloquence. 
Pares chide at kings, and rail at men of fcnfe : 
Who in his talking vents more pecvifli lyes. 
More bitter railings, fcandats, calumnies. 
Than at a goiiiping are thrown about^ 
When the good wives drink free,, and then fall oiM. 
None of the fenfual tribe, whofe talents lie 
In avarice, pride, in floth^ and gluttony j 
Who hunt preferment, but abhor good lives,. 
Whofe luft exalted tor that height arrives,. 
They aft adultery with their own wives ; 
And, ere a fcore of years completed be, -^ 

Can from the lofty ftage of honour fee, > 

Half a large parilh their own progeny. J 

Nor doating who would be ador*d,. 

For domineering at the council-board, 
A greater fop, in bufinefs at fourfcore,. 
Foiidcr of ierious toys, affefted rnorc^ 

Y 3 Than 
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Than the gay glitteiing fool at twenty proves, 
With all his noiie, his tawdry cloaths, and lovet* 

But a meek humble man of modcft ienfe, 
Who, preaching peace, does pra6^iie continence ; 
Whofe pious life 's a pioof he does believe 
Myfterious truths, wfaich no man can conceive. 
If upon earth there dwell fuch godlike men, 
I '11 here recant my paradox to them ; 
Adore thofe ihrines of vixtue, homage pay, 
And, with the thinking world, their laws obey* 
If fuch there are, yet grant roe this at lead, 
Man differs more from man, than man from beaft. 

THE MAIMED DEBAUCHEE. 

I. 

A S (bme brave admiml, in former war 
-^^ Deprived of force, but preft with courage ftiil. 
Two rival fleets appearing from afar. 
Crawls to the top of an adjacent hill : 
II. 
From whence (with thoughts full of concern) he views 

The wife and daring condud of the fight : 
And each bold action to his mind renews 
His prefent glory and his paft delight. 
III. 
From his fierce eyes flaihes of rage he throws, 

As from black clouds when lighming breaks . away, 
Tranfported thinks himfelf amidil his foes, 
And abfent, yet enjoys ^ bloody day. 

IV. S3 



IV. 

So when my ^ys of in^koteBce approach^ 

And I 'm hy wine and love's unlucky chince. 
Driven horn the pleafisg fatllowa of debauch. 

On die 4ull ihoit of haaj temperance : 
V. ' 
My pains at \sA fome refpite fliaH affiird. 

While I behold the battles you maintain ; 
When fleets of glaifes fail around the board. 

From whole bioadfides vollics of wit ihall rain» 
VI. 
Kor fliall^e light of ho«iourable fears, ^ 

Which my too forward valour did procure, 
Frighten new ^lifted foldiers fiDm the wars ; 

Pafl joys have more than pai4 what 1 endure. 
VII. 
Should ibme brave youth (worth being drunk) prove nice^ 

And from his fair invitcr meanly flirink, 
*Twould pleafe the gUoft o^ my departed vice. 

If, at my council, he repent and drink. 
VIII. 
Or ihould fome cold-complexipn'd fot forbid. 

With his dull morals^ pur night*s brilk alarms j 
I '11 fire his blood, by telling what I did 

When I was Ibrong, and able to bear arms. 
IX. 
I *11 tell of whores attacked their lords at honje, 

Bawds quarters beaten up, and fortrefs won j 
WindQws demoKlhM, watches overcome. 

And handfome ills by my contrivance done. 

. Y 4 X. With 
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X. 

With talcs like thde I will fudi keat in^ire, 

As. to important miichief flmll iacline ; 
I 'II make him long fame ancient charch to firCy 

And fear no lewdnefs they 're cali'4 toiby winc» 
XI. . 
Thus ftatefinan-like I '11 iaucily inqpofe. 

And, fafc from danger, valiantly advife;^ 
Shelter'd in impotence urge you to blows. 

And, being good for nothing elfe, be wife* 

UPON NOTHING. 

I. 

NpTH ING T thou elder brother ev*!! to fliadey 
That hadft a being ere the world was made, 
j jUnd (well fixt) art alone of ending not afraid » 

n. 

Ere Time and Place were, Time and Place were not^ 
When primitive Nothing Something llraight begot. 
Then all proceeded from the great united—- What. 

III. 
Something, the general attribute of atl, 
Scver'd from thee, its fole original. 
Into thy boundk^ {df muft undiftinguilh'd fall. 

IV. 

Tet fomething did thy mighty power command. 
And from thy fruitful emptinefs's band, 
Snatched men, beafls, birds, fire, air, and land. 

V. Matter, 
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V. 

Matter, the wicked'ft offspring of thy race, 

By Form aififted, '6ew from thy embrace, 

And rebel light obfcur'd thy reverend duiky face, 

VI. 
With Form and Matter, Time and Place did join; 
Body, thy foe, with thee did leagues combine, 
To fpoil thy peaceful realm, and ruin all thy Ime. 

VII. 
But turn- coat Time affifts the foe in varn, 
And, brib'd by thee, aflifts thy Ihort-liv'd reign, 
And to thy hungry womb drives back thy flaves agam. 

VIII. 
Though myfleries are barr*d from laic eyes; 
And the divine alone, with warrant, pries 
Into thy bofbm, where the truth in private lies : 

IX. 
Yet this of thee the wife may freely fay. 
Thou ^m the virtuous nothing tak'ft away. 
And to be part with thee the wicked wifely pray. 

X. 
Great Negative ! how vainly would the wife 
Enquire, define, diftinguifli, teach, deviie } 
Didft thou not fbnd to point their dull philoibphies» 

IX. 
Jj, or is not, the two great ends of Fate, 
And, true or falfe, the fubje^t of debate. 
That perfcft or dellroy the vaft defigns of Fate ; 

XII. When 
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XII. 
When they have rack*4 the poUtician'f breaft, 
Within thy bofom moft iecurely reft. 
And, when leduc'd to. thee, sHce lead unfafe and beft, 

XIII. 
But Nothing, why does Something (kill permit. 
That &cred monarchs fhould at council lit. 
With peribns highly th6ught at beft for nothing fit } 

XIV. 
Whilft weighty Something modeftly abftaina 
From princes' coffers, and from flateiinens' brains^ 
And nothing there like lately Nothing reigns* 

XV. 
Nothing, who dwell'd with fools in grave diiguiie. 
For whom tbey reverend fhapes and forms deviie, 
Lawn (leeves, and furs, and gownSf when they like 
thee look wife. 

XVI. 
French truth, Dutch prowefs, Britifli policy, 
Hibernian learning, Scotch civility, 
Spaniards' difpatch, Daaes*^wit, are mainly feen in thee. 

XVII. 
Tlie great man's gratitude to his hdi friend. 
Kings' promifes, whores' vows, towards thee they bend^ 
Flow f>viftly into thee, and in thee ever end. 
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TRANSLATION 

O F 

SOME LINES IN LUCRETIUS. 

T^ H E Gods, by right of nature, muft poflbfs 
-*• An cverlafting age of perfeft peace ; 
Far oflF remov'd from us and our affairs, 
Neither approached by dangers or by cares ; 
Rich in thcmlclves, to whom we cannot add ; 
Not picas *d by good deeds, nor provok'd by bad. 

The latter End of the CHORUS of the Second 
A€t of SENECA'S TROAS, Tranflatcd. 

AFTER Death nothing is, and nothing Death» 
■^^ The utmod limits of a gafp of breath. 
I^t the ambitious zealot lay adde 
His hope of heaven (whofe faith is but his pride) j 
Let ilaviih fouls lay by their fear. 
Nor be concerned which way, or where, 
After this life they fliall be huri'd : 
Dead, we become the lumber of the world. 
And to that mais of matter (hall be fwept 
Where things deibx>y'd with things unborn arc kept j 
Devouring Time fwallows us whole, 
Impartial Death confounds body and foul. 

For 
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For hell, and the foul fiend that rules 

The everlailing fiery gaols, 
Dcvis'd by rogues, dreaded by fools. 
With his grim grifly dog that keeps the door. 

Are fenfelefs ftories, idle tales. 
Dreams, whimfies, and no more. 

TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY, 

ON HIS 

RESTORATION in the Year i6iow 

VIRTUE'S triumphant ihrine ! who doft engage 
At once three kingdoms in a pilgrimage ; 
Which in extatic duty ilrive to come 
Out of thcmfclves, as well as from their home ; 
WhiUl England grows one camp, and London is 
Itfelf the nation, not metropolis ; 
And loyal Kent renews her arts agam. 
Fencing her ways with moving groves of men ; 
Forgive this dillant homage, which does meet 
Your bleft approach on fedemary feet ; 
And though my youth, not patient yet to bear 
The weight of arms, denies me to appear 
In fteel before you j yet, great Sir, approve 
My manly wiihes, and more vigorous love ; 
In whom a cold rerpe6^ were treafon ta 
A father's afhes, greater than to you ; 
Whole one ambition 't is for to be known. 
By daring loyalt}', your Wilmot's fbn, 

Wadh. Coll. Rochester. 

T O 
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TO HER 
SACRED MAJESTY THE QUEEK-MOTHER, 

ON THE 

D E AT H of M A RY, Princcfs of Orange. 

RESPITE, great queea, your juftand hady fears : 
There 's no io£e£Hon lodges in our tears. 
Though our unhappy air be arm'd with deaths 
Yet fighs have an untainted guilclefs breath. 
Oh ! ftay a while, and teach your equal (kill 
To underftand, and to fupport our ill. 
You that in mighty wrongs an age have (pent. 
And feem to have out-liv'd ev*n banifhment : 
Whom naiterous mifchief fought its earlied prey. 
When to moft facred blood it made its .way ; 
And did thereby its black defign impart. 
To take his head, that wounded firil his heart : 
You that unmov'd great Charles's ruin flood, 
When three great nations funk beneath the load { 
Then a young daughter loft, yet balfam found 
To ftanch that new and frelhly-bieeding wound ; 
Andy after this, with fixt and fteady eyes 
Beheld your noble Gloucefter's obiequies : 
And xhen fuflain*d the royal Princefs' fall ; 
You only can lament her funeral. 
But you will hence remove, and leave behind 
Our fad complaints loH in the empty wind j 

Thofe 
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Thofe winds that bid you (by, and loudly roar 

De(bru6iion» and drive back to the firm Ihore ; 

Shipwreck to fafety, and the envy fly 

Of Iharing in this fcene of tragedy : 

While ficknefs, from whofc rage you poft away» 

Relents, and only now contrives your flay ; 

The lately fatal and infe6liou8 ill 

Courts the fair princefs, and forgets to kill : 

In vain on fevers curies we difpenfe, 

And vent our pafiion's angry eloquence : 

In vain we blaft the minifters of Fate, 

And the forlorn phyficians imprecate ; 

Say they to death new poifbns add and fire, - 

Murder fecurely for reward and hire ; 

Arts baiiliiks, that kill whome'er they fee. 

And truly write bills of mortality^ 

Whoy left the bleeding, corpfe fhould them betray, 

Firft drain thofe vital fpeaking ftreams away. 

And will you, by your flight, take part with thefe ? 

Become yourielf a third and new difeafe ? 

If they have caus'd our lofs, then {o have you. 

Who take yourfelf and the fair princefs too : 

For we, deprived, an equal damage have 

When France doth ravifh hence, as when the grave : 

But that your choice th' unkin^efs doth improve. 

And dereli£lion adds to your remove. 

Rochester, of Wadbam College. 



AN 



ROCH£StBR'S POSMS» 3^5 
AN EPILOGUE. 



SOME few, from wit, have this true maxim got, 
" That 't is ftill better to be pleas'd than mot j 
And thercfoic never their own torment plot. 
While the malicious Critics ilill agree 
To loath each play they come and pay to fee* 
The firft know 'tis a meaner part of fenfc 
To find a fault, than tafle an excellence : 
Therefore they praife, and ftrive to like, while thefe 
Are dully vain of being hard to pleafe. 
Poets and women have an equal right 
To hate the dull, who, dead to all delight. 
Feel pain alone, and have no joy but fpight. 
'Twas impotence did firft this vice begin i 
Fools cenfure wit, as old men rail at fin : 
Who envy pleafure which they cannot tafte, 
And, good for nothing, would be wife at laft. 
Since therefore to the women it appears. 
That all the enemies of wit are theirs, 
Our poet the dull herd no longer fears. 
Whatc'er his fate may prove, 'twill be his pride 
To ftand or fall with beauty on his fide. 
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AN ALLUSION 

TO THE 

TenA Satire of the Firft Book of Horace. 

WELL, Sir, 't is granted j I (aid Dryden's rhymes 
Were ftolen, unequal, nay dull many times : 
What fooliih patron is there found of his, 
So blindly partial to deny me this ? 
But that his phiys, embroidered up and down 
With wit and learning, juftly pleased the town, 
In the fame paper I as freely own. 
Yet, having this allow*d, the heavy mafs 
That ftuiTs up his loofe volumes, muft not pais; 
For by that rule I might as well admit 
Crown's tedious fcencs for poetry and wit, 
*Tis therefore not enough, when your falfc fenfe. 
Hits the falfe judgment of an audience 
Of clapping fools aflembiing, a vail crowd. 
Till the throng'd playhoufq crack 'd with the dull load ; 
Though ev*n that talent merits, in fome fort. 
That can divert the rabble and the court. 
Which blundering Settle never could obtain » 
And puzzling Otway labours at in vain : 
But within due proportion circumfcribe 
Whatever you write, that with a flowing tide 
The ftyle may rife, yet in its rife forbear 
With ufelefs words t* opprcfs the weary *d ear. 

Htre 
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Hire be your language lofty^ there moK light. 
Your ihetoric with your poetry unite, 
For elegance fake, fometimes allay the force 
Of epithets, 'twill foften the difcourfe : 
A jcft in fcom points out and hits the thing 
More home, than the lemoteft iatii«*8 ding. 
Sh^e^are and J(>nron did in this excel. 
And might herein be imitated will, 
Whom refinM'Edierege copies not at all. 
But is hhhfelf a (heer origisaL 
Nor that flow drudge in fwift Pindaric ftndns, 
Flfitman, who Cowiey imitates with pains, 
Alid rides a jad'ed Muie, whipr, ^vith loofe reins. 
When Lee makes temperate Scipio fret and rave. 
And Hannibal a whining amorous flave, 
I laugh, and wifli the hot-brain*d fuftian fool 
In Buiby^s hands, to be well lafh'd at fchooL 
Of ail our modern wits, none htba to me 
Once to have touched upoh true comedy. 
But hafty Shadwell, and ilow Wycherley. 
Shadwell's unfiniih'd works do yet impart 
Great proofs of force of nature, none of art ; 
With juft bold ftrokes he daihes here and there. 
Showing great mailery with httle care, 
Scorning tovarnifli hifr gdod touches o*er. 
To make the fools and woc6e» praife them more^ 
But Wycherley earns hard whate'er he gains. 
He wantB no judgment, and he (pai:e8 no paine : 
He frequently excels, and> at the lead, 
Ma^es fewer faults than any of the reft^ 

Zr Wallci, 
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Waller, by Nature for the Bays dcfign'd. 

With force and fire, and fancy unconfin'd. 

In panegyric does excel mankind. 

He beft can turn, enforce, and foften things. 

To praife great conquero^i, and flatter kingsv 

For pointed fatire I would Buckhuril chooie, 

The beft good nail* with the worft-natur*d Mufc. 

For fongs and verfes mannerly obfcene. 

That can ftir Nature up by fprings unfeen, 

And, without forcing blufhes, warm the queen } 

Sedley has that pre\'ailing gentle art. 

That can with a refiftlefs power impart 

The loofeft wiihes to the chafteft heart, 

Raifefuch a confli6V, kindle fuchafire. 

Betwixt declining virtue and defire. 

Till the poor vanqui(h*d maid diflblves away. 

In dreams all night, in £gh8 and tsars all day. 

Dryden in vain try*d this nice way of wt i 

For he, to be a tearing blade, thought fit . . 

To give the ladies a dry bawdy bob. 

And thus he got the name of poet Squab<^ 

But to be fuft, 'twill to his praile be found. 

His excellences more tlian faults abound : 

Nor dare I from his facred temples tear 

The laurel, which he beft deferves to w«ar. 

But does not Dryden find even Jonfon dull ? 

Beaumont and Fletchier unoorrefl:, and full 

•Of lewd lines, as he fails them ? Shakefpeare's ftyle 

!Sti£f and afiefled > To his own the while 

AUowbg 
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Allowing all the juftioe that his pride 
So arrogantly had to thcfe de&y'd > 
And may not I have leave impartially . 
To iearch and cettfure.J^cydm's works, and tk-y 
If thofe gioffl ^ults his choice pen doth commit 
Proceed from want of judgment, or pf wit ? . 
Or if his lumpifh fancy dois refiiie 
Spirit and grace to his joofe (Kattcm Mufe ? ' ' 

Five hundred verfbs every .morning, writ, » 
Prove him no more aipoetithan a- wit : 
Such fcribbling authors have been feen before ; 
Muftapha, the Ifland Princefs, forty more, 
Were things perhaps cqmpQsM in half an hour. 
To write what may fecurely ftand the tpft , 
Of being well read over thrice at leaft ; 
Compare each phrafe, examine every line, 
Weigh evefy word, and every thought refine • * 
Scorn all applaufe the vile rout can beftow, 
And be content to pleaie thofe few who know. 
Canft thou be fuch a vain mifhken thing, 
To wifli thy works might make a play-houft ring 
With the unthinking laughter and poor ptslile 
Of fops and ladies, fe£lious for thy plays ? ' 
Then fend a cunning friend to learn thy doom 
From the ihrewd judges in the drawing-room. 
I '?e no ambition on that idle foore, 
But fay with Betty Morice heretofore, 
When a court lady call'd her Buckley's wiiore ; 
I pleafe one man of wit, am proud on't too, 
Ltt all the coxcombs dance to bed to. you. • 

Z A Should 



} 



340 ROCHESTER'S^ POEMS. 
Should I be troubled T^hen Ih^ Purblind Knight, 
Who fquints more in his judgment than his fight. 
Picks filly faults, and cenfTires what I voits } 
Or when the poor-fed poets of the town 
* For fcahs and coach^room ciy my verfes down ? 
I loath the rabble ; 'tis enough £br me 
If Sedley, Shadwell^ Shephard, Wycherfcy, 
Godolphin, Butler, BackiuiTft, Buckingham^ 
And fome few mare, whom I omit to name, 
Approve my (enie : I count t&eir cenftire fame. 



1 



Sin Car Scropjs, who thought himfdf rcflcftcd 
©n at the latter End of the preceding Poem, 
publiihed a Poenn ** In Defence of Satire^" 
whicJi occaiioned ^he following Reply. 

To Sii? Car Scrope. 

nno rack an4 torture thy unmeaning brain, ^ 
•^ In Satire*^ praiie; to a low untua*d Armn, > 
In thee was moA impertinent and vain. J 

When iur thy perfon we, nwre plearly &e 1 

That fatir^'s of divine aulb^rity, > 

Foi^God made one pa. lOfin vrhe« he made thee } J 
Toifhew there were, fome men, as there are apes, 
Fr^m'd for'«aeer ^rt, ^odifTer but in fliapes & 
In thee ar^ all theie oaatraditftioas join'd, 
That make an ais jjirodi^Qus and' rcfin'd. 

A lump 
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A lump defbrm'd and fhapelefs wert thou bora. 
Begot in Love's defpight and Nature's fcom ; 
And art grown up the moft ungrateful wight,- 
Harih to the ear, and hideous to the fight ; 
Yet Love 's thy bufincfs, Beauty, thy delig^, 
Curfe on that filly hour that firft infpir*d / ;/ 

Thy madnefs, to pretend to be admirM i 

To paint thy griily face^ to dance, to dn^^,/ 
And all thofe aukward follies tisat expnfs. •>. n" 
Thy bathfome love, and filthy daintinefs. , \, 
Who needs wilt be an ugly Beau-6ar9on^ - < 
Spit* at, and ihunn'd by every girl in town j, . 
Where dreadfully Love's fcare-crow thou art .plac'd- 
To fright the tender flock that long to tafte a 
While cveiy coming maid, when you appear, 7 

Starts back for fhame, af)d ftraight turns chafte fox fears 
For none fo poor or proftitute have proved ,1 ' 
Where you made love, t' endure to be belov'd. 
'T were labour loll, or 6lfe I would advife ; 
But thy half- wit will ne'er let thee be wife. 
Half witty, and half mad, and fcarce half bravcy 
Half honeft (which is very much a knave) 
Made up of all thefe halves, thou canilnpt ps^fs 
For any thing intirely, but an Afs. 
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EPILOGUE. 

A S charms are nonfenfe, nonfenfe fecms a chamTy 
•^^ Whkh hearers of all judgment docs dilami ; 
For ibngs and fcenes a double audience bring, 
And doggrel takes, Vhich Smidis in fatin Gn^. 
Now to machines and a dull raaft you run ; 
We find that wit 's the monfter you would fhun. 
And by my troth 'tis moft difcrcctly done. 
For fince with vice and folly wit is fed. 
Through m^rcy 'tis moft of you are not dead. 
Players turn puppets now at your defirc, -^ 

In their mouth 's nonfenfe, in their tail 's a wire, i 
They fly through crowds of clouts and fliowers of fire. J 
A kind of lofing Loadum is their game, 
Where the worft writer has the greateft feme. 
To get vile plays like theirs fhall be our care ; 
But of fikh aukward a6lors we defpair. 

Falie taught at firft 

Like bowls ilNbiafs'd, ftill the more they run, 
They're further off than when they firft begun. 
In comedy their unweigh'd a6Bon mark, 
There 's one is fuch a dear familiar fpark. 
He yawns «s if he were but half awake, 
And fribbling for free fpeaking does miftake ; 
Falfe accent and negle£tful a£^ion too : 
They have both fo nigh good, yet neither true, 

That 
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That both together, like an ape's mock-face^ 
By near refembling man, do man dilgrace. ^ 

Thorough-pac'd ill a61tors may, perhaps, be cur'd^ 
Half players, like half wits, can't be endur'd. 
Yet liheie an they, who diirft expoie the age 
Of file great * wonder erf the Engliih ftage ; 
Whom Nature feem'd to form for your delight. 
And bid him (peak, as flie bid Shakefpeare >vrite.. 
Thofe blades indeed are cripples in their art. 
Mimic his foot, but not his (peaking part» 
Let them the Traitor or Volpone try. 

Could they 

Rage like Cethegus, or likeCaiCus die, '. . 

They ne'er had fent to Paris for fuch fancies, 
As'roonfters heads and Merry- Andrew's dances. 
Wither'd, perhaps, not periftj'd, we appear;' . > 
But they are blighted, and ne'er came to bear. 
Th* old poets drefe'd your miftre(s Wit before,* 
Thefe draw you on with an old painted ^ 
And fell , like bawds ,patch'd play s for maids twice oN 
Yet they may fcorn our houfe and adkors too, j 
Since they have fwell'd fo high to heftor you. • 
They cry, Pox o' thefe Covent-Garden men. 
Damn them, not one of them but keeps out tcm. ' 
Were they once gone, we for thofe thundering, blades 
Should have an audience of fubflantial trades. 
Who love our muzzled boys and tearing fellows, ^ 
My Lord, great Neptune, and great nephew i^Gilus^ 

. * Major Mohun. 

Z 4 Ohow 
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O how the merry citizisn 's in love 

With 

Pfyche, the goddcft ^f each field and grove. 
He cries, I^ hith, methiaks 'tis well eaoughi 
But you roar out and cry, 'Ti*.ail daraa'd ftttff • 
So to their houfe the graver fep9 repair, . * 
While xata of wit find one another here. 

Pj R O L O G U 

9POKENATTHE 

COURT AT WHITEHALL, 

BEFORE 

KING CHARLES IL 

By the Lady Elizabeth Howard. 

1ETT IT lias of lanse took up a trick t* appear 
^^ Unmannerly, or«t the heft, fevere : 
And poets ihare the fate by which we ^1, 
When kindly we attempt to plea(e you all. 
'Tis hard your fcom ihould agaiaft fuch prevail, 
Whoic ends are to divert you, though they fail. 
You men would think it an ill-natur'd j^, 
Should we laugh at you when you do your heft. 
Then rail not here, though you fee reafon for 't ; 
If wit can find itfelf no better i^rt, 
Wit 18 a very fooiiih thing at court* 

Wit's 
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"Wit's bofinefa is to pleafq^ aad not to fright ; 
'Tis no wit .to be always ia th^ right ; 
You '11 find it none, who dare be,fp to-night. 
Few fp ill-bred will vcutuJ* to a play. 
To fpy out faulfs jjoi what w« woom^ fry* 
For us, no matter what we fpeak, but how ; 

How kindly can we fay 1 hate you now ! 

And for the men, if you *11 laugh at them, do ; 
They mind themfelves fo much, they '11 ne'er mind you. 
But why do I defcend to lofe a prayer 
On thofe finall faints in wit ? the god fits there ! 

To the KING. 

To you (Great SIR) my meflfage hither tends. 
From Youth and Beauty, your allies and friends j 
See my credentials written in my face, 
They challenge your proteftion in this place ; 
And hither come with fuch a force of charms. 
As may give check ev'n to your profperous arms* 
Millions of Cupids hovering in the rear. 
Like eagles following fatal troops, appear : 
All waiting for the (laughter which draws nigh. 
Of thofe bold gazers who this night muft die. 
Nor can you *fcape our foft captivity, 
From which old age alone muft fet you free. 
Then tremble at the fatal oonfequence. 
Since 'tis well known, for your own part, great Prince, 
'Gainft us you itill have made a weak defence. 
Be generous, and wife, and take our part j 
-lUmember we have eyes, and you a heart; 

Eire 
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Elfe you ma^ find, toa late, that We are thibgs 
Born to kill vaflai^, and to conquer kmgs. 
But oh to what vain conqueil I pretend ! 
VVhile Love is our CQiAmander, and your friend. 
Our vi6kory your empire more affures, 
For Love will ever make the triumph youn. ' 



CON- 



C O NT E N T S 

O F '''■ 
ROCHESTER'S POEMS. 

-t Dizdogue between Strephon and Daphne Page 2St 
A Paftora! Dialogue between Alexis and Strephon 284 



The Advice • 


a87 


The Difcovery 


2S9 


Woman's Honour 


2^0 


Grecian Kindnefs- 


291 


The Miftrefs ' 


292 


A Song 


aw- 


A Song 


ib. 


To Corinna 


295 


Love and Life 


296 


A Song 


^97 


A Song 


298 


Upon his leaving his Miftrefs 


29^ 


Upon drinking in a Bowl 


300 


A Song 


301 


A Song 


302 


The Anfwcr 


303 


Conftancy 


304 


A Song 


305 


A Letter from Artemis in the Town, 


to Cloe in the 


Country • 


306 




An 



34« CONTENTS. 

An Epiftolary Eflay from Lord Rocheiler to Lord Mul- 
grave, upon their mutual Poems 315 

A Sadre againft Mankind 318 

The Maim'd Debauchee , 326 

Upon Nothing 328 

A Trandation fitvn Lucretiusy &c« 331 

The latter End of the Chorus of the Second Aft of 
Seneca's Troas,. tranflated ib. 

"To his Sacred Majefty^ on his Reftoration in tiie Year 
1660, written at 12 Years old ' 332 

'Tb her Sacred Maje^ the Queen-Modxer^ on the 
Deadi of Mary Princefs of Orange 333 

An Epilogue 335 

Allufion to the Tenth Satire of the Firft Book of 
Horace 336 

Verfes to Sir Car Scrope . 340 

An Epilogue 342 

Prologue, fpoken at the Court at Whitehall, before 
K. Charles IL by the Lady Elizabeth Howard 344 



JPOKMS 



POEMS 



B Y 



THOMAS y A L D E N, D.D. 



P O EM S 

BY 
DR. Y A L D E N, 

AGAINST IMMODERATE GRIEF. 

TO A YOUNG LADY WEEPING. 

An ODE in Imitation of Casimire« 

I. 

COULD mournful fighs, or floods of tears, prevent 
The ills, unhappy men lament : 
Could all the anguiih of my mind 
Remove my cares, or make but Fortune Jund{ 
Soon I*d the grateful tribute pay. 
And weep my troubled thoughts away : 
To wealth and pleafure every figh prefer, 
And more than gems efteem each falling tear* 

II. 
But, fiace infulting cares are moft inclined 
To triumph o'er th* affli6^ed mind ; 
Since fighs can yield us no rcflief. 
And tearsj like fruitful lowers, but nourifli grief ; 

Thea 
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Then ceafe, hk mourner, to complain, 
Kor Isnlh fuch bright ftreams in vain : 
But fhll with chearful thoughts thy cares beguile. 
And ttmpc thy better fortunes with a finile. 

IIT. 
The generous mind is by its {iifferings known^ 
Which no afflfftion tramples ditywn ; 
But when opprefs'd will upward move. 
Spurn down its clog of cares, and (bar above. 
Thus the young royal eagle trios 
On the fun-beams his tender eyes. 
And, if he ifarinks not at th* offenfive light, * 
He 's then for empire fit, and takes hjs foaring flight. 

IV. 
Though cares aflaull thy breaft on every fide. 
Yet bravely ftem th* impetuous tide : 
No tributary tears to fortune pay, 
N^r add to any lofs a nobler day ; 

But with kind hopes fupport thy nund. 
And think thy httxer lot behind : 
Amidft affii6Hoiis let thy foul be great. 
And ihew thou dar'ft deferve a better ilati. 

V. 
Then, lovely mourner, wipe thofe tears away. 
And cares that urge thee to decay ; 
Like ravenous age thy charms they wafte. 
Wrinkle thy yduthfnl brow,and bloomingbti^tiesblaft. 
But keep thy looks and mind foreae^ 
AH gay withovit, all calm within } 
For Fate is aw'd, and adverfe fortunes fly 

A ohearful look, and an unconquer'd eye^ 

HYMN 
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HYMN TO THE MORNING, 
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lisr PRAISE OF LIGHT. 



PARENT of Day ! whofe beauteous be«i0sof 
Spring frpm the darkfomc womb of ni£^t> 
And midfl their native horrors (how. 
Like gems adorning of the Negro's brow : 
Not heaven*8 fair bow can equal thee» 
In «U its gaudy drapery ; 
Thou firft effay of light, and pledge of day ! 
That uftier'ft in the fun, ai\d ftill prcpar'ft its way» 

IL 

Rival of (hade, eternal fpnng of light ! 

Thou art the genuine fourcc of it : 

From thy bright unexhaufted womb, 
The beauteous race of days and feafons come. 

Thy beauty ages cannot wrong, 

But, fpight of time, thou 'rt ever young : 
Thou art alone heaven's modell virgin U^ht, 
Whofe face a veil of blulhes hides from human fight. 

in. 

Like ibme fair bride thou ri feft fVt>m thy bed, * 

And doft around thy luftre fpread ; 

Around the univerfe difpcnfe 
New life to all, and quickening induenee, 

A a With 
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With gloomy fmiles thy rival Nig it 

Beholds thy glorious dawn of light : 
Not all the wealth ihe vie\Vs in mmcs belbw 
Can match thy brighter beams, or equal luftre fhow, 

IV. 
At thy approach, Nature crc£ls her head; 

The fmiling univerfe is glad; 

The drowfy earth and feas awaRe^ 
And, from thy beams, new life and vigour take r 

When thy more chearfui rays appear, 

Ev'n guilt and women ceafe to fear : 
Horror, Defpair, and alf the ions of Night 
Retire before thy Jseams, and take their hafly flightr 

V. 
To thee, the grateful Eaft their altars raife. 

And fing with early hymns thy praifcf 

Thou doft their happy foil beftow. 
Enrich the heavens above, and earth below : 

Thou rifeft in the fragrant Eaft, 

Like the fair Phoenix from her balmy neft : 
No altar of the gods can equal thine. 
The air 's thy richeft incenfe, the whole land thy flirinc ! 

VI. 
But yet thy fading glories foon decay. 

Thine *8 but a momentary ftay ; 

Too foon thou *rt ravifli'd from our fight, 
-Borne down the ftream of day, and overwhelmed with 
light. 

Thy beams to their o\yn ruin hafte. 

They 're fram'd too cxquifite to laft : 

Thine 
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TTiine is a glorious, but a {hort-liv*d ftatc. 
Pity fo ftiira birth fliould yielH (b foon to Fatft? 

vii: 

Before th* Almighty Artift framed' the fky,- 

Or gave the earth its harmonyi 

His firft command was fof thy light ; 
He view'd the lovely biith, and bleffed it : 

In purple fwaddling-bands it ftiruggling lay, 

Not yet maturely bright for day : 
Old Chaos then a cHearful fmili put on. 
And, from thy beauteous form,, did firft prefage its own. 

viii: 

** Let there be Light !" the great Creator faid, 
His word the a£Hve child obey'd : 
Night did her teeming womb difclofe ; 

And then theblufhingMom, its brighteft offspring, rofc.,, 
A'. while th' Almighty. wondering vicw'd,. 
And then himfclf ppononnc'ditgood': 

" With Night," faid he," divide th* imperialTwayi . 

" Thou my firft labour art; and thou (halt blefs the Day.'* 

"I 

HYMN' TO DARKNESS- 

L 

DARKNES S, thou firft'grcat parent of us all, 
Thou art our great original : 
Since from thy univerfal ^vomb 
Does all thou (had'ftbclow, thy mmicrous offspring, 
come. 

A a » IL Thy 
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II. 

Thy wofidrDtts birth is ev'n to Time unknown. 
Or, like Eternity, thouMft none ; 
Whilft Light did its iirft being owe 
Unto that awful fhade it dares to rival now« 

III. 
Say, in what diftant region doft thou dwell. 
To Reafon inaccefliblc ? 
From form and duller matter free, 
Thou foar'ft above the reach of man's pliiloCopby. 

IV, 
Involv*d in thee, we firft receive our breath. 
Thou art our refuge too in death r 
Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 
Whcre-e'cr our fouls fhall go, to thee our bodies come* 

V. 
Che dent globe is ftruck with awful fear. 
When thy majellic fhades appear : 
Thou doft compoie the air and Tea, 
And Earth a (abbath keeps, facred to Reft and Thee. 

VI. 
Jn thy ierener ifa^des our ghofls delight. 
And court the umbrage of the Night ; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they firay, 
Bnt fly the Morning*8 beams, and dcken at the D»y. 

VII. 
Though foUd bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brighteft ray admit ; 
No fubibnce can thy force repel, 
Tlum reigii'ft in depths below, doft in the centre dwell. 

VIII, The 
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VIII. 
The /park ling gems^ and ore in mines below. 
To thee their beauteous luflre owe j 
Though form'd within the womb of Night, 
Bright a^ their fire they (hine, with native rays of light* 

IX. 
WhcQ thou doft raife thy venerable head. 
And ait in genuine Night array'd, 
Thy Negro beauties then delight j 
Be»«ties» )ike poliih'd je$, wi^ their own darknefs bright* 

X. 
Thou doft thy fmiles impartially beftow, 
And know'ft no difTerence here below : 
Al I thin^ appear the fame by thee, 
Though Light diftindion makes, thou giv*ft equality. 

XI. 
Thou, Darknefs, art the lover's kind retreat. 
And doft tlie nuptial joys compieat ; 
Thou doft infpire them with thy ihadc, 
Giv'ft vigour to the youth, andwarm'ft thejielding maid. 

XII. 
Calm as the blefs'd above the Anchorites dwell. 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell. 
Their minds with heavenly joys are fill'd ; 
The pleafures Light deny, thy (hades for ever yield. 

XIIL 
In caves of Night, the oracles of old 
Did all their myfteries unfold : 
Darknefs did firft Religion grace, 
G*vc terrors to the God, and reverence to the place. 

A a 3 XIV- 
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XIV. 
When the Almighty did on Horeb fland. 
Thy ihades inclos'd the hallow'd land; 
In clouds of Night he was array 'd» 
And veBemfole Dorknels his pavilion made. 

XV. 
When he appeaf'd aml*d in his power and might. 
He veird the beatific light ; 
When terrible withmajefty, 
In tempeibhe gave laws, and clad himfelf in thee. 

XVI. 
Ere the foundation of the earth -was 'laid, 
Or brighter firmament was made ; 
JEre matter, time, or place, was known. 
Thou, 'Monarch Darkncfs, 'fvi-ayd'ft thefe fpacious 
realms alone. 

xvn. 

But, now the Moon (though gay with borrowed light) 

Invades thy fcantylot of T^ight : 

By rebel fubjeds thou'rt betray -d. 
The anarchy of Stars depofe their Monarch Shade* 

XVIII. 
Yet fading Light its empire muft rcfign, 

And Nature's power fubmit to thine : 

An univerfal ruin ihall ere£l thy throne. 
And Fate confinxxthy kingdom evermore thy own* 



HUMAN 
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HUMAN LIFE^ 

SITP-POS^E© TO BE SPOKEN BY AN EPICURE. 

In Imitation of the Second Chapter of the 
Wisdom of Solomon. 

To tliff Lord H U N S D O N. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 

' I ^ HEN will penurioas Heaven no more allow ? 
-'- No jnoix on its own darling Man beflow ? 
Is it for this he lord of all appears, 

And his great Maker's image bears } 
To toil beneath a wretdied ftatc, 
Oppcefs'd with miferies and fate.; 
Beneathhis painful burthen groan. 
And in this beaten road of life drudge on ! 
Amidjd our labours, we poflefs 
No kind allays of happinefs : 
No foftening joys can call our own. 
To make this bitter drug go down ; 
Whilil Death an eafy conqueft gains. 
And the infatiate Grave in endlefs triumph reigns. 
With throes and pangs into the world we come^ 
The curfe and burthen of the womb ; 
Nor wretched to ourfelves alone. 
Our mothers* labours introduce our own. 

A a 4. In 
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In cries and tears our infancy we wafte, 
Thofe fad jprophftic teare^ that flow 
By inftin6^ of our future woe f 
And. ev*n our dawn- of lif« with ftM?row^ ovcr-caft. 
Thus we toil out a reHlefs age, 
Each his laborious part mwft have, 
Down from the monarch to the flave. 
Aft o'er this farce of life, then drop beneath the ilage. 
If. * 
From our firft drawing vital breath, 
From our firft ftarting from the womb, 
Until we reach the deftin'd tomb, 
We all are pofting on to the dark goal of death. 
Life, like a doud that fleets before the wind. 
No mark, no kind impreflion, leaves behind, 

'Tis fcatter'd like the winds rfiat blow, 
Boifterous as them, full as inconfl:ant too, 
That know not whence they come, nor where they go. 
Here we *re detained a while, and then 
Become originals again : 
Time (hall a man to his firft felf reftorc. 
And make him intire nothing, all he was before. 
No part of its, no remnant, ihall furvivc ! 
And yet we impudently fay, we live : 
No ! we but ebb into ourfelves again. 
And only come to be, as we had never been. 

III. 
Say, learned* Sage, thou that art mighty wife f 
Unriddle me thefe myfterics : 
What is the foul, the vital heat, , 
That our mean frame doi^s animate ^ 

What 
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What is our breath, the bveath of mHn, 
Tliilt bHoys hit natuiie iip, and does ev'n life fuftaln } 
Is it not asr, an empty fmne, 
jA. fire that does ifielf confume ; 
A warmth that in a heart is bred, 
A lambent flame with heat and motioa fed } 
Extinguifh that, the whole is gone, 
This boafted fccne of life is done : 
Au'ay the phantom takes its flight, 
Damn'd to a loathfome grave, and an eternal night. 
The foul,, th' immortal part we boafl. 
In one confuming minute 's loft ; 
To its firft iburce it muft repair. 
Scatter with winds, and flow with common 9it*. 
Whilft the fallfn body, by a fwift decay, 

Refolves into. its native clay: 
For dull and aflies are its fecond bxrth^ 
And that incorporates too with its great parent £artfa« 
IV. 
Nor fhall our names our memories furvivci 
Alas, no part of man can live ! 
The empty blafls of fame ihall die. 
And even thofe nothings tafte mortality. 
In vain to future ages we tranfmit 
Heroic a£ts, and monuments of wit t 
In vain we d^r-boughc honours leave, 
Tn make our a(bes gay, and furai& out a gnmf. 
Ah, treacherous immortality ! 
For thee our ftock of youth we wafte. 
And uige on Me, that ebbs too faft : 

6 To 



To purchde thee with blood, the valiant fly ; 
And, toTurvive in fame, the gpreat and glorious die» 
Lavifli of life, they fquander this eftate. 

And for a poor reverfion wait : 
Bankrupts and mifers tothemfelves tibey grow. 
Embitter wretched dife widi toils and woe, 
To hoard up endlefs fame, they Jcnow not where or how. 
•V. 
Ah, think, my friends, how fwift the minutes hafie ! 
The preTent day entirely is our own. 
Then feizethe bleffing-eBe''tis gone : 
To-morrow, fatal found ! finoe this may be our kft. 
Why do we boail of years, and fum iup days .! 
'Tis all imaginary fpace-: 
To-day, to<>day, sis our tnhcpitance, 
'Tis all penurious Fate will gi«e, 
Pofterity '11 to-morrow live. 
Our fonsbcrowd on behind, our childsendriveois hence* 
With garlands then your temples crown. 
And lie on .beds of rofes down: 
Beds of rofes we *11 prepare, 
J^ofes that our emblems arej 
A while J:hey ilourKk^n the bough. 
And drink large draughts of heavenly dew 5 , 
Like us they finile, .are young and gay. 
And, like us too, are tenants for a day. 
Since \ykh Night's blading breath they vaniihfwift away. 

Bring chearful wine, and coftly fweets prepare i 
'Tis more than frenzy now to fpare : 

Let 
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'Let cares and bufinefs wait a while ; 
'Old age affords a thinking iaterval : 
Or, if they mull a longer hearing have, 
Bicl thfm attend below, .adjoujrn into the grave. 
Then gay and Uprightly wine produce. 
Wines that wit and mirth infufe : 
That feed, like oil, th* expiring flame, 
iRevive our drooping fouls, and prop this tottering frames 
That, when the grave our bodies has engrofs'd. 
When \'irtucs (hall foi^;otten »iie. 
With all their boafted piety. 
Honours and titles, like ourfelves, be loft.; 
Then our recorded vice fhall flouriih on. 
And our immortal riots be for £ver known. 

This, this;, is what wc ought to do, • 
The great defign, the grand affair below I 
^Since bounteous Nature 's plac'd our Steward here. 
Then man his grandeur ihould maintain. 
And in excefs of pleafure reign, 
!Keep up.his chara^r, and lord of alLappear. 



AGAINST ENJOYMENT. 

WE love and hate, as reftlefs monarchs fight, 
Who boldly dare invade another's right : 
Yet, when through dli the dangerous toils they *ve run. 
Ignobly quit the conqucfts they have won ; 
Thofe charming hopes, that made them valiant grow, 
Paird with Enjoyment, make them cowaxds now. 

X Our 
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Our paflions only form our happinefi, 
Hopes (till enlarge, as fears contrail it lefs : 
Hope with a gatidy pn>ipe6^ feeds the eye. 
Sooths e^rcry fenfe, does with each wifh comply i 
But falfe Enjoyment the kind guide defiroys, 
We lofe the pafliOB in the treacherous joys. 
Like the gay filk-worm, when it pleafes moft, 
M that ungrateful web it fpun, 'tis loft. 

Fruition only cloys the appetite ; 
More does the conqucft, than the prize delight i 
One vi£h>ry gain'd, another fills the mind, 
Our refttefs wiflies cannot be confin'd. 
Like boifterous ^ves, no fettled bounds they know. 
Fix at no point, but always ebb or flow. 

Who moft expe£b, enjoys the pleafure moft, 
•Tis rais'd by wishes, by fruition loft : 
We ^ charm'd with diftant views of happinefs^ 
But near approaches make the pro(pe6l left. 
Wiihes, like painted landfcapes, beft delight, 
Whilft dtftance recommends them to the fight : 
Plac'd afar oft*, they beautiful appear ; 
But ihow their courfe and naufeous colours, near. 

Thus Ae fam'd Midas, when he found his ftore 
Increaiing ftill, and would admit of more. 
With eager arms his fwelling Ixtgs he prefs'd { 
And expe6btion only made him blefs'd : 
Bttt, when a boundlefs tFeafure he enjoy'd. 
And every wifh was with fruition cloy'd : 
Tt)CB, dai&n*d to heaps, and forfeited with ore. 
He curs'd that gold he doated on before 

THE 
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THE CURSE OF BABYLON. 

I s A I A H» Chap, tin. paraphrafed. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 

I. 

NOW let the fatal hanner he difplayM ^ 
Upon^^e lofty mountain's top 
Go fct the dreadful ftandard up ! 
And all around the hills the bloody fignals fpread. 
For, lo, the numerous hofts of heaven appear ! 
Th' embattled legions of the Iky, 
With all their dread artillery, 
Draw forth in bright array, and mufter in the air. 
Why do the mountains tremble with the noife, 
And valleys echo back their voice ? 
The hills tumultuous grow and loud, 
TUe hills that groan beneath the gathering multitude. 
Wide as the poles of heaven's extent. 
So far *s the dreadful fummons fent : 
Kingdoms and nations at his call appear. 
For ev'n the Lord of Hpils commands in perfon there. 

II* 
Start from thy lethargy, thou drowfy land. 
Awake, and hear his dread command I 
Thy black tempeftuous day comes lowering on, 
O fatal light ! O inaufpicAus hour ! 

Was ever fuch a day before ! 
So ftai^'d with blood, by marks of vengeance known'. 

Nature 
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Nature fhall from her ileady courfe remove. 
The well-fix'd earth be from its bads rent, 
Convulftons fhake the firmament ; 
Horror fcize all belbw, confufion reign above; 
The flars.of heaven fliall fickcn at the fight, 
Nor (hall tHe planets yielH their light : 
But from the wretched objed fly. 
And, like extinguifhM tapers, quit.the darkened ifky. 
The rifing fun,, as he was confcious too,. 
As he the fatal bufinefs knew, 
A. deep, a bloody red fhall {lain 
And at his early dawn fhall fet in night again; 

III. 
To the deftroying fword I've faid, Go forth. 

Go, fully execute my wrath ! 
Command my hofts, my willing armies lead ; 
For this rebellious land and all, therein fhall bleed. 
They fhall not ^^icve me more, no more tranfgrefs ; 

I will confume the Aubborn race : 
Yet brutes and favagcs I juftly fpare j 

UfeleA is all my vengeance there ; 

Ungrateful man 's the greater monfter far. . 

On guiltlefs beafls I will the land bellbw. 

To themth' inheritance fhall go ;. 

Thofe elder brothers now fhall lord. it here below : 

And, if fome poor remains efcapc behind j 

Some relicks left ^ lofl mankind; 
Th* aflonifh'd herds fliall in their cities cry. 
When they behold a man, Lo, there 's a prodigy ? 

IV. The 
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IV. 

The Medcs I call to my afliftance here, 

A people that delight in war } 
A generous race of men, a nation freo 
From vicious eafe and Pcrfian luxury » 
Silver is defpicable in their eyes^. 
Contemned the ufclcfs metal' Iks i 
Their coiiqucring iron they prefer before 
The fineft gold, ev*n Ophir's tempting ore. 
By thcfe the land fhali ber fubdncd,- 
Abxx>ad their bows (hall overcome, 
Their fwords and flames deflroyat home ; 
For neither rex:nor age ihall be exempt from blood; 
The nobles and the princes of thy ilate 
Shall on the vi£tor's triumphs wait: 
And thoie that from the battle fled 
Shall be, widi chains opprefsM, in cruel- bondage led. 

V. 
I *11 vifit their diftrefs with plagues and miferies^ 
The throes that womens' labours wait, 
Convulfive pangs, and bloody fvveat, 
Their beauty fhall confume, and vital (pirits fcize- 
The raviih'd virgins (hall be borne away. 
And their diihonour'd wives be led 
To the infulting vi£kor'8 bed, 
To brutal lufts expos 'd, to fury left a prey. 
Nor (hall the teeming womb afford 
Its forming births a refuge from the fword ; 
The fwordy that (hall their pangs increaie. 
And all the thioes of travail curfe with barrenncfs, 

The 
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The infants (hall expire with their firfl breath. 

And only live in pangs of deaths 
Live but with early cries to curfe the light. 
And, at the dawn of li&, fet in eternal night* 
VI. 
Ev*n Babylon, adom'd with erery grace. 

The beauty of the univerfe : 
Glory of nations ! the Chaldxans' pride^ 
And joy of all th' admiring world beiide : 
Thou, Babylon ! before whofe throne 
The empires of the earth fall down ; 
The proftrate nations homage pay, 
And vaffal princes of the world obey : ** 

Shalt in the duft be trampled low : 
Abje£^ and low upon the earth be laid, 
And deep in ruins hide thy ignominious head. 
Thy ftrong amazing walls, whoie impious height 

The clouds conceal from human tight ; 
That proudly now their polifh'd turrets rear. 

Which bright as neighbouring ftars appear, 
Diffuiing glories round th' enlighten'd air, 
In. flames ihall downwards to their centre fly. 
And deep within the eau^, a» their foundations, lie. 
VII. 
Thy beauteous palaces (though now thy pride !} 
Shall be in heaps of afhes hid : 
In vafl furpriziag heaps Ihall lie, 
And ev'n their ruins bear the pomp of majefty. 
No bold inhabitant ihall dare 
Thy m'd loundetions to repair : 

Nq 
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No ptty!ng hand eialt thy ahjtd: ftate ; 
No I to lueceeding timet thou muft remain 

An horrid exemplary fcene, 
And lie from age to age ruki'd andjdefolate. 
Thy fall 's decreed (amazing turn of fate !) 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched ftate : 
Thou, Babylon, ihalc be like Sodom eurft, 
Deftroy'd by flames from heaven, and thy more bum- 
YIII. [ing luft. 

The day 's at hand, when in thy fruitful (oil 
No labourer fliall reap, no mower toil : 
His tent the wandering Arab ihall not (pread» 

Nor make thy curfed ground his bed ; 
Though faint with tratel, though oppreft with thirft. 
He to his drooping herds fliall cry aloud, 

Ta^e not of that embttter'd flood, [curft. 

Taile not £uphratfs*ftRams, they 're poifbnous all^ and 
The fliepherd to his wandering flocks fliall fay. 

When o'er thy battlements they flray. 
When in thy palaces they graze» 
Ah, fly, unhappy flocks ! fly this infe£Hous pkce. 
Whilit the fad traveller, that pafl*es on. 
Shall aik^ Lo, where is Babylon ? 
And when he has thy finall remainder found. 
Shall fay, I '11 fly from hence, 'tis fure accurfedground* 
IX. 
Then fliall the favages and beafts of prey 
From their deferted mountains hafte away ; 
Every obfcene and vulgar bead 
Shall be to Babylon a gueft s 

B b Her 
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Her marlle rodfs, and erery ocsfor rODm, : 
Shall dens ahd caves of 'ftice totiobter bhitnibeconic*^ ' 
Thy courts of juftke, and trilmnals tsoo, - 
(Olrony to call tftcmfol) , •■ 

There, where rtw ^tyrant and opi>reffbr bore 
The fpoils of innocence and blood befoi^r 
There Aall the wolf and 'fivlige tiger moet^ . ^ - 
And griping vulture jftiall appear in^ftato;, • 
Therebirds of prey Ihall rule, and ravenous beafts be greats 
Thofe uncorrupte^dflttillytfmaih, ' . 
Thofe '(hall alone their <genuine ufe recrin^ 
There Vibkncc IhaH thrive, Jlapine and tPkrsud ifiuLlT' 
" X. ' [rcigiw 

Then Ihall the mcfaitcholy Satyrs gn«»^ 
O'er 'their lamented' Babylon J - 
And ^ofts that glide with horror by, ^ 
To view where their unbtiryM 'bodies lie, 
With doleful cries- (hall 'fiJl the air, 
And with amazement ftrikc th'afinghted traveller* 
There the obfcener birds df night, 
' 'Bbrds that in glooiny fhades delight. 
Shall (blitudc enjoy, live undifttrrb'd by light.. 
All the ill omens of the air 
Shall fcream their loud prelagcs there. 
' ^ut let them all their dire predictions tell, 
Secure in ills, and fortify'd with woe, 

Heaven' (hall in vain its future vengeance (how : 
For thou art happily in(en(ible, 
« Beneath the reach of mi(eries fell. 
Thou need'il no dcfohtion- dread, ao greater curfcs fear. 

TO 
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TO MR. CONGREVE. - 

AN EPISTOLARY ODE, 1693. 

0CCAJlO^£D 9Y " THE OhD BAC^E<t*PJl." * 

"pAM'D wits and beauties Aare this common fate, 
To fend expos *d to public love and hate,. 
In every bread they diflferent paflion$ raiijb, 
At once our envy,. and pur praifc.. 
For when, like you, fome noble youth appears, . 
For wit and humour fam'd above his years ; 
^ach emulous Mufe, .that views the laui<el yv-on, 
Muft praife the woi;th lo 'much tranfcends t^eir owr^ 
And, \'vhile his fame they cnvy^ add to his renown..^ 
But fur^, like you, no youth could pleafc, ' 
Nor at his firft attempt boaft fuc.h (uccefs r 
Where all mankind hav9 fail'd^ you glories woh ;. 
Xriumpl\ant are In this alone,. 
In this, have all the bards of old out -done; 

'n, ■ .' • 

Then may'ft thou rule our ftagt in triumph'lbng » ' 

May'ft thou its injurM fame revive,. 
And matchlefs proofs of wit and humour grfe, " 
Reforming with thy fccncs, and charming with thy fone ! 
And though a curfc ill-fated wit purfues, 
And waits the fatal dowry of a Mule ; 
Yet may thy riling fortimes be 
Secure from all the blafts of poetry j 

B b afc . . As 
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As thy own laurels flouriihing appear, 
Vnrully*d (till with cares« nor clogg'd with hope and fear f 
As from its wants, be from its vices free. 

From, naufeops fhtvUh flattery j 
Nor to a patron proftitute thy mind, 
^ough like Auguftus great, as fam'd Maecenas kind. 
III. 
Though great in fame ! believe me, generous youth^ 
Believe this oft-'experienc'd truth,. 
Form him thatknows thy virtues, and admires their woidi* 
Though thou 'rt above what vulgar poets, fear,. 

Truft not th' ungrateful world too far f 
Truft not the fmiles of the inconftant town ; 
Truft not the plaudits of a theatre 
(Which Durfeylhall with Thee and Dryden (hare); 
Kor to a ftage*s intereft Jacrifice thy own. 
Thy geniusy that 's for nobler things defign'd. 

May 4« loofe hours oblige mankind : 
Then, great a^ is thy ftrnie, thy fortunes raife. 
Join thriving intereft to thy barren bays. 
And teach the world to envy, as thou doft to praife.. 
The world, that does like common whoree cmbia€e» 
Injurious ftill to thofe it does <arefs : 
Injurious as the tainted breath of Fame^ 
That blafts a poet'v fortune^, while it founds his name. 
IV. 
When firft a Mufe inflames fome youthful breaft. 
Like an unpra£tis'd virgin, ftill (he 's kind : 
Adom'd with graces then, and beauties bleft, 
She channs tbe ear with fame, with raptures fills themind. 

Thttt 
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Then from all caret the happy youth it fiety 

But dioie of love and poetry : 
Cares, ftill allay'd with pleafing chaimt. 
That crown the head with hays, with heauty fill the axmt* 
But all a woman's frailties fbon ihe ihows« 
Too (bon a ftale domeftic creature grows : 
Then, wedded to a Mufe that 's nauleous grown. 
We loath what we enjoy, drudge when the pleafure's gone. 
For, tempted with imaginary hays. 
Fed with immortal hopes and empty praiie^ 
He fame purfues, that fair and treacherous bait,, 
Grows wife when he's undone, rc^ts when, 'tis too lace«. 
V. 
Small are' the trophies of his boafied bays. 
The great man's promife for his flattering toil,. 
Fame in reverfion, and the public finile, 
All vainer than his hopes, uncertain as his praife. 
Twas thus in mournful numbers heretofore, 
l^le£Ud Spenier did his fate deplore : 
Long did his injur'd Muie complain, 
Admir'd in midftcf wants, and charming itill in vaim. 
Long did the generous Cowley mourn. 
And long oblig'd the age without return • 
Pcny'd what every wretch obtains of Fate,^^ 
An humble roof, and an. obfcure retreat, 
Condemn'd to needy fame, and to be miferably great*. 
Thus did the worjd thy great fore-fathers ufe; 

Thus all th' infpir'd bards before 
Did their hereditary ills deplore; 
Fxom tuneful Chaucer's down to thy own Dryden's Mule. 
B b 3 YI. Yet, 
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Yet, pleasM with gaudy rtlln, youth t^^ill on, 

A& proud by public fame to be undoue j 

Pleas'd, though hd d6cs the v^ttft Of labourt chufe^ 

To ferve a barbarous age, alid art tiflgratefnl Mttft. 
Since Orydcn's felf, to \Vit*s great eiftpire borii, 
• tVhofe geftius and exalted name 
'triuttiph with all die ^ils of Wit arid Fame, 

Muft, *midft the loud applaufe, hlsbarrenlaurcTs mourn. 
Ev*n that famM man, Avhom all the world admires. 
Whom every Grace adorfls, and Mufc iDli)ir6«, 
Like the great injur*d TalTo, (hows 
Triumjjh^nt in the niidftof woe«j 
In all his wants, majeilic ftill appeara, 
Charming the age to which he owes his cares^ ' 

And cheriibing that Muie whofe fatal curfe he bear&, 

THE INSECT. 

AGAINST BULK. 

-** Ineft fua gratia parvis." 

'TTTHfiU'E greatnefs icto Nature's works dcay'd^ 

^^ In worth and beauty it Is w^l fupply'd : 
In a (mall fjpace the more perfe£lion 's Ihown, 
And what is exquifke in little 's done. 
Thus beams, contracted in a narfow glafs. 
To flames convert their larger ufelefs rays, 

•Tis Nature's fmallcft products pleafe the eye, 
tVhilft^atcr births pais unregarded byj 

I Her 
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Her monfters feem a violence to fight j 
They 're form'd for terror, infefts to delight. 
Thus, when (he nicely frames a piece of art, 
Finesse her firokes* an4 fm^l jn every pa^ j. 
No labour can flie boail more wonderful 
Than tK> inform an atpm wiU> a fQui j. 
To animate her little beauteous %, 
And xiloath it in her gaudieft drapery. 

Thus does the little, epigwrn delight^. 
And charm us with its miniature of wit ; 
Whilil tedious authors give the reader pain. 
Weary his thoughts, and wakc^ hm toil iJl vainj 
When in lefs volumes we mQce p.l^iuc& fi^d,. 
And what diverts, ftill beft infonas th§ vmA* 

'Tis the fmall infe6l; looks correft a^id f^r,. 
And feems tlie product of hrfer nic^ft c^nrc. 
When, weary 'd out with the Ijtupcndous weid^t 
Of forming prodigies and brutes of ftate ; 
Then Ihe the infeft frames, her mgiftcr-piece. 
Made for diverfion, and dofigi^M to ple^fe* 

Thus .Archimedes, in his ^ryftal fphere, 
Seem*d to correal the WorW« Artifipef : 
Whilft the. large globe wov^ round with long dolay, 
His beauteous orbs in nimbUr Qircles play : 
This feem'd the nobler Ubour of the two. 
Great wa* the fphere «bove, bujc fine b^taw. 

Thus fmalleft things U»ve a peculiar gwce. 
The great w* admire, but *tis the little pkaft j 
Then, fmce the leaft fo beautifully Ihow, 
B* advis'd in time, my Mufe, and learn to knovv 
A Font's lines (hould be corre£^ and few. 

Bb4 TO 
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TO BIS PRIEN9 

CAPTAIN CHAMBERLAIN, 

In Love with a Lady lie had taken in an Algeiine 
Prize at Sea. 

In Allnfion to Horace z Od. iv. 

I. 
^'T' I S no di%iace, brave youdi, to owa 
^ By a Fair Skve you are undone : 
Why deft thou bluih to bear that name. 

And ftifle thus a generous flame ? 
Did not the fair BriieTs heretofore 
With powerful charms fubdue ? 
What thou^ a capdvc, fiill ihe bore 
Thofb eyes that freedom could reftore. 
And make her haug^ lord, the proud Adiilles, bovr. 
IL 
Stern Ajaz, though renown'd in amiSy 
Did yield to bright Tecmefla's charms : 
And all the laurels he had won 
As trophies at her feet were thrown. 
When, beautifiil in tean, he view'd the mourning haXf 
The hero ftlt her power: 
Thougjh great in camps, and fierce in war. 
Her fofter looks he could not bear, 
Pfoud to become her flave, though hue her conqueror. 

UI. When 



TALDEN'S POSM8. 377 
III. 
When beauty in diftrefs appears. 
An irrefiftlefs chann it bears : 
In every breaft does pity move, 
Pity, the tendereft part of love. 
Amidft his, triumphs gnat Atrides ftied. 
Unto a weeping maid ; 
ThcMigh Troy was by his arms fubdued. 
And Greece the bloody trophies viewM, 
Yet at a cap^ve'4 feet th' imploring vidor laid* 
IV. 
Think not thy charming maid can be 
Of a bafe flock, and mean degree ; 
Her ihape, her^r, her every grace, 
A more than vulgar birth confefs : ^ 
Yes, yes, my friend, with royal blood (he 's great^ 
Sprung from fome monarch's bed ; 
Now mourns her family's hard fate. 
Her mighty fall and abje6l flate, 
And her illuftrious race conceals with noble pride* 
■ V. 
Ah, think not an ignoble houfe 
Could fttch a heroine produce ; 
Nor think fuch generous fprightly blood 
Could flow from the corrupted crowd j 
But view her courage, her undaunted mind. 
And foul with virtues crown'd $ 
Where dazzling interefl cannot blind. 
Nor youth nor gold admittance find. 
But ^11 her honour *» iix'd, and vinue keeps its ground, 

VI. View 
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VI. 

View well her gieit noijcSlc aiv, . - 

And modeft looks .divmcLy ftir ; 

Too bright for fancy to improve. 

And worthy of thy nefaleffc liovc^ 
But yet fuipe^lr noe thy officious friend,. 

AH jealous thoughts pcniove;. 

Though I With youthful hear oominclidy 

For thee I all my wiflies fend^ 
And if &« mektt theebkft, 'tis aU I aik of L«ve! 



TO MIL WATSON, 

On his Ephemeris of the Celestial Motions, 
prefented to Her Majesty: 

ART, when in full perfeftion, is defign'd 
To pleafe the eye, or to inform the mind : 
This nobler piece performs the double part. 
With graceful beauty and inftru^ive art. 
Since the great Archimedes' fphere was loft. 
The nobleft labour fintifa'd it could boaft ; 
No generous hand durft that fam'd model trace. 
Which Greece admtr'd, and Rome could only praife. 
This you, with greater luftre, hanre reftor'd, 
And taught thofe arts we ignorantly ador'd : 
Motion in full perfeftion here yen 've (hown. 
And what mankind dcipair'd to reach, have done. 

In artful frames your' heavenly bodies move. 
Scarce brighter in their beauteous orb» above { 

And 
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And (lars, deprived of all malignant flames, 1 
Here court the eye with ii;tore aufpicious beams:: 
In giacfful order the jaft pku^ts rifoy . 
And here complete their circles in the files ; 
Here 's the fuH'tConceit of revolving r^heres^ 
And heaven in bright epitome appears. 

With'channt the aaieieBts did^inxrade the Moon» 
And from her orb compelled her ftruggling down.;. 
But here *s Ae*statight'a nobiev dtan^ by you, 
And moves with prifle in this bright fphere below ; 
While yourxelefflal boflies-thui I ticw, 
They give Hie ibright ideas of thctnie ; 
Jnrpir*d by them, tny thoughts danre upward move. 
And vifit regions tjf the bleft above. 

Thus from your hand W admine the globe in imalll, 
A copy fair as its origiflaT : ♦ 

This labour 's to the whole ctedtion jtiff. 
Second to none, and rival to therftrfl. 
The artful frring, like the l^ifMkt fotri. 
Informs the machine, and dire£^s the whole : 
Like Nature'* iclf, it fiHs the fpacious throne. 
And unconflnM fways the fair orbs alone ; 
Th* una£tive part?8 with awful iilence wait, 
And ^m its nod their birth of motion date:! 
X.ike Chaos, they obey the powerful call, 
Ido^.to itsibund^ and into meaiurcs falL 



THB 
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THE RAPE OP THEUTILLA. 
Imitated from the Latin of FAMiANVt St&ada* 

THE INT&ODVCTORT ARGUMENT, 

Theutilla^ « fair young virgin, who, to avoid the 
addrefles of thole many admirers her heauty drew 
about her, afliimed the habit of a leligious order, 
and wholly withdrew herfelf from the eye and con- 
▼erie of the world : but the common repoit of her 
beauty had fo inflamed Amalit (a young perlbn of 
quality) with love, tl^at one night* in a debauch 
of wine, he commands his ienrants to force her 
dormitory, and bear oflP, though by violence, the 
lovely votarefs ; which having fuccefsfully performed, 
they bring Theutilla to their expe6Hng lord's apart- 
ment, theicene of the cnfuing Poem. 

SOON as the tyrant her bright form AirveyM, 
He grew inflam'd with the fair captive maid : 
A graceful forrow in her lodes (he bears. 
Lovely with grief, and 'beautiful in tears $: 
Her mein and air reMlefs charms impart,, 
Forcing an eafy paflage to his heart : 
I^ong he devours her beaudes with his eyes. 
While throngh his glowing mns th* infe£Uon fliet^; 
Swifter than lightning to his breaft it came. 
Like that, a fair, but a definifUve flame* 
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Yet ihe, tfaongli in her young and blooming fUte^ 
PoiTeil a foul, beyond a Yiigin'tt great ; 
No charms of youth her colder bofom move, 
Chafte were her thoughts, and moft averfe to love ; 
And as (omc timorous hind in toils betr»y'd> 
Thus in his arms drove the reiifting maid { 
Thus did ihe combat with his ilri6^ embrace. 
And fpum'd the guilty eauie of her difgnice. 
Revenge (he courted, but defpair'd to find 
A ftrength and vigour equal to her mind ; 
Wlnle checks of ihame her willing hands reftnun> 
Since all a virg^'s force is her difdain ; 
Yet her Teiblves are nobly fix'd to die 
Rather than violate her cha&ity. 
Than ^reak her vows to heaven, than blot her fame, • 
Or foil her beauties with a luftliil flame« 

The might horn its meridian did decline^ 
An faoiir pn^itfous te the black deiign : 
When deep and reft their peaceful laws maintain^ 
And o'er the gk>be b* infe£lious iilence reign i 
While death-like ilumbers every boibm ftize, 
Unbend our minds, and weary'd bodies eafe : 
Now fond Amalis finds his drooping breaft 
Heavy with wine, with amorous cares oppreft i 
Not all the joys ezpefting lovers feel 
Can from his breaft the drowfy chaipv repel ; 
In vain from wine his paffion ieeks redrefs, 
Whole treacherous force the flame it rais'd betpys ; 
Weak and unnerv'd his ufelefs limbs becamei 
Beading beneath their ill-fupported fnune ; 

6 Vanquiih'd 
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Vanqoxfli'd bythat repofe from wfaiok hb iies^ 
Now (lumbers cloieiiis unconfbiitiBig/ejres* 
But fad Theotiila's caves admit no veil, 
Repeie U baniihM from her mournful bread ;. 
A faithful <giiafvd does injur'd virtue keep^ 
And from her weary limbs lepulios ileep* 
Oft ihe r«fle£b widi horror on the rape. 
Oft tries eaoh avenue for her efcape ; 
Though ftili nepulfe upon vspulfe (he beacs, 
And finds no 'paiTage but for fighs aod tears : 
Then, wkh the wik&iefs of her ioul let looie. 
And all the fury that her wrongs infiiife ; 
She weep8> fhe raves, *fte rends her flowing hair,. 
Wild in her grief, and* raging with defpair. 
At length her reftkfs thoughts an utterance «find,. 
And vent the angui4h of her labouring mind : 
Whilft all diflblv'd' in calmer tears Ihe faid, 
" Shall I again be to hiis arms bctray'd? 
** Agaiathetotlof loath'd embraces bear, 
** And for feme blacker fcene of kift ptcpaoe t 
** Firft may his bed my guildefs granre become,. 
** His marble roof my unpolluted tomb ; 
" Then,, juft to honour, and unftain'd in fame,. 
'* The urn that .hides -my duft conceals my (hame«. 
" Heaven gave me virtue, woipan*s ;frail .defence,. 
** And beauty to ttioleft^that innocsnce r 
" In vain I call my vivtue to ^my aid, 
" When thus by treacherous beauty I*m betrayed. 
[ ** Yet to this hour my bxieaft no crime has known, 
'< But, coldly chafte, with vk^in ibnghtnois ihoae, 
** As now unfully'd by a winter's Am. ^ 
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** Nqt arts, nor ruckr force of mcmnptemH^df 
** My tears founcl p^, when my Jangui^ £ul'd« 
** Oft have thefe violated locks been tarn,, 
** And injured face their favage fury bone ; 
^ Oft havei»yi>loody robes their crimes ooofef!, 
" And pointed daggers gHtter^d at my bneaft ; 
** Yet, £r€e from .g;uih, I found £oan& happier chann 
** To vanquiihlnft, and wHdeftrage di&nn. 
" But ah ! the gresieft labour 's yet behind s 
" No tears 'Can ibften this obdurate mind-: 
** No prayers inexorable pity more^ 
** Or guapd me .from die worft of ruins, Love : •* 

** Though flocp amd wine allow this kind reprieve^ * 
** Yet to the yomth they *I1 ftrength and fury give ; 
** Then, wretched maid ! then think what amHfic, 
** What charm y.ftiail: refcue from his nerv'xl embrace I 
•* When wrth'ftipplies of vigour next he- ftorms, 
** And every di£hite of his hift performs. 

" But you, bleft Power, that, own a virgin's name,1 
" Prote6^ my virtue, and defend my fame, 
** Fron^ powerfiil luft, and the reproach of ihame ; 
*« If I a (faria religious fife have led, 
** Drunk the cold flreem, and made the earth my bed ( 
** If from the wovld a chafie veclufe I live, 
'' Redrefs my .wrongs, and generous fuceour give | 
" Allay this raging tempeft of my nitnd^ 
" A virgin fiiould be to a virgin kind : 
** Proftrate with tears bam you I beg defence, 
" Or take my life, or guard my innocence." 

While thus th' afflided beauty pray'd, ihe ipy'd 
A fatal dagger by A malls' fide : 
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" This weapon's mine P* (he cries, (then gra^'d it hSJ 

** And now the luftfiii tyrant fleeps his kft/* 

With eager hand the pointed fteel ihe draws^ 

Ev'n murder pleafes in fj jnft a cauie i 

Nor fears, nor dangers, now refitetce make^ 

Since honour, life, and dearer fame, ^s at ftake. 

Yet in her breaft does kind compaflion pleads 
And fills her foul wkh horror of the deed $ 
Her fex's tendernef» refames its place, 
And fpreads in confcious blufhes o'er her face. 
Now, ftung with the remorie of gniit, (he erict f 
** Ah, fiantic girl, what wild attempt is this * 
** Think, think, Theutilla, on the murderer's doom^ 
*' And tremble at a punifhment to come r 
*' Stain not thy virgin hands with guilty blood> 
** And dread to be (b criminally good. 
** Lay both thy courage and thy weapon dowSy 
** Nor fly to aids a maid muft biuflt to own t 
*' Nor arms, nor valour, with thyfex agree, 
^ They wound diy fame, and taint thy modefty**^ 

Thus different palfions combat in her mind^ 
eh fhe 's to pity, oft to rage inclin'd : 
Now from her hand the hated weapon 's caft. 
Then (eiz'd again with more impetuous haile : 
Unfix'd her wiflies, her reibtves are vain. 
What ihe attempts, ihe flraight reje6b again f 
Her looks, the emblems of her thoughts, appear 
Tary'd with rage, with pity, and defpair : 
Alone her fears incline to no extreme, 
Equally poix'd betwixt revenge and ihame* 

At 
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At lengthy with more, prevailing rage poSedt, 
Her jealous honour fieels her daring brea^ : 
The thoughts of injur'd fame new courage gave,. 
And nicer virtue now confirms her brave* 
Then the fam*d Judith her whole mind employs,- 
Urges her lund, and Tooths the fatal' choice: 
This great example pleas'd^infiam'd by this,. 
With wild diforder to the youth Ihe flies ; • 
One hand (he. wreaths within his flowing hair,- 
The other does the ready weapon bear : 
" Now guide rue (cries.) fair Hebrew, now look down,y 
"And pity labours thou hail undergone. 
" Diie£l the hand thattakes thy path to fame,. 
** And be propitious to a virgin's name,. 
" Whcfc glory 's but a refuge from her (hame f' 
Thus raised by, hopes, and arm'd with courage now,, 
She with undaunted looks dire fts the blow : 
Deep in his breaft the fp.acious. wound fhe made,; 
And to his heart difpatch'd th' unerring blade. 
When their expiring lord the fcrvants heard, 
Whofe dying groans the fatal a£l declar'd. 
Like a fierce torrent, with no bounds they 're flayM,. 
But vent their rage on the defencelcfs maid : 
Not virtue, youth, nor beauty in diftrefs, 
Cai2 Jnsve their, favage breails to tendarnefs : : 
But death with horrid torments they prepare. 
And to her fate th' undauntedVirgin bear. 
Tortures and death fecnr lovely in her eyes,. 
Since flie to honour falls a iacrificc :' 
Amidft herfuflerings, ftill her mind is great; 
And, free frorii guilty fhetriuinphs o'er her fate,. 

C ^ But 
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But heaven, that 's fuffering virtue's furc reward. 
Exerts its power, and is itfelf her guard : 
Amalis, confcious of his black offence. 
Now feels remorfe for her wrong*d innocence ; 
Though now he 's ftruggling in the pangs of death, 
And all life's purple ftream is ebbing forth : 
Yet, railing up his pale and drooping head, 
He recolle£ls his fpirits as they fled. 
And, with his laft remains of voice, he faid, 
^* Spare the chaftc maid, your impious hands reftrain, 
*< Nor beauty with fuch infolence prophane : 
** Learn by my fate wrong'd innocence to {pare, 
■•* Since injured virtue 's heavcn*s peculiar care.** 
But you, brave virgin, bow fhall ftand enrol'd 
Amongft the nobleft heroines of old : 
Thy fam*d attempt, and celebrated hand, 
Shall lafting trophies of thy glory ftand j 
And, if my verfe the juft reward can give, 
Theutilla's name (hall to new ages live. 
For to thy fex thou haft new honours won. 
And France now boafts a Judith ^f its own. 

AN ODE 

FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 1693. 

I. 

BEGIN, and ftrike th' harmonious lyrel 
Let the loud inftniments prepare 
To raife our fouls, and charm the ear» 
With jojs whLch muiic only can inipire x 

Hark' 
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Hark how the wlUing &rinp obey t 

To confecratc this happy day. 
Sacred to Mufic, Love, and bleft Cecilia* - 

In lofty numbers, tunefal lays. 
We '11 celebrate the virgin's praife : 
Her ikilful hand firft taught our ftrings to move. 

To her this fecred art we owe, 

Who firft anticipated heaven below. 
And play'd the hymns on earth, that (he now (Ings aboTe. 

II. 

What moving charms each tuneful voice contains, 
Charms that through the willing ear 
A tide of pleafmg raptures bear. 

And, with diffufive joys, run thrilling through our veins* 
The lifteniag foul does fympathize, 
And with«ach vary'd note complies : 
While gay land fprightly airs delight. 
Then free from care's, and unconfin'd. 

It takes, in pleafing ecflafics, its flight. 

With mournful founds, a fadder garb it wears^ 
Indulges grief, and gives a loofe to tears* 

IIL 
Mufic 's the language of the blefl above. 
No voice but Mufic's can exprefs 
The joys that h?ppy fouls poiTefs, 
Nor in jult raptures tell the wondrous power of Love* 
'Tis Nature's dialed, defign'd 
To charm, and to infbrud the mind* 
Muiic '8 aa miiverial good I 

Cc ft Tl^ 
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That does- di^nfe \%9 joys around^ 
In all the elet^ance of found, . 
To be by mei; admir'd^ by angels under&ood« 

IV.' 
Let every reftlefs paffion ceaie to move !. . 
A^d each tumultuous thought obey 
The happy influence of thi$ day,. 
For Mufic *s unity and love. 
. Mufic 's the foft indulger of the mind^ 
The kind diverter of our care, 
The fureft refuge mournful grief can find ; 
A cordial to the breafl, and charm to every ear. 
Thus, when the prophet ffruck his tuneful lyre, 
Saul's evil genius did retire : 
In vain were remedies apply'd. 
In vain all other arts were try'd : 
His hand and voice alone the charm could fmd; 
To heal his body, and compoie his mind. 

' v: 

Now let the trumpet's louder voice proclaim 

' A folemn jubilee : 
For ever (acred let it be. 
To Ikilful Jubal's, and Cecilia's name. 

Great Jubai, autiior of our lays. 
Who firft the hidden charms of mufic found ; 
And through their airy paths did trace 
* The fecret fprings of found. '^ * 

When from his hollow chorded Ihell 
The foft melodious accents fell, 
With wonder and delight he play*d, - 
While the harmonious (bin|;s hi^ Wilful hand obey'd. 

VI. But 



YA'LDEN*S POElVtS. sS^ 
VI. 

But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 

Improv'd Her artful lays : 
When to the organ flie her voice did join. 

In the Almighty's praife ; 
Then choirs of liftening angels flood around, 
Admir'd her art, and bleft the heavenly found* 

Her praife alone no tongue can reach, 

But in the ftrains herfelf did teach : 

Then let the voice and lyre combine, 

And in a tuneful concert join 5 

For raufic 's her reward and care. 
Above Ih* enjoys it, and prbtefts it here, 

GRAND CHORUS. 

Then kindly treat this happy day. 
And grateful honours to Cecilia pay : 
To hfcr thefc lov*d harmonious rites belong, 
To her tliat tunes our firings, and ftill infpires our fong. ' 

THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. . 

To a Lady alking if her Sex was as feniible of 
that PaiTion as Man. 

An Allufion to 
•* X) ! quam cruentus Foeminas flimulat Dolor !** 
Seneca, Hercules Getxus. 

WHAT ragingthoughts tranfport tlie woman'sbrcaft. 
That is with love and jealoufy poflfeft ! 
More with revenge, than foft defires Ihe burns, 
Whofe flighted- pailion meets.no kind returns 1 . 

C c 3 That 
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That courts the youth with Igng-neglefted charms^ 
And finds her rival happy in. his arms! 

Dread Scylla's rocks 'tis fafer to engage, 
And truft a florm, than her deflrufUve rage : . 
Not waves, contending with a boiileious. wind,. 
Threaten fo loud, as her tcmpeftuous mind : 
For feas grow calm, and raging Horms abate. 
But moft implacable *s a woman's hate : 
Tigers and favages lef» wild appear. 
Than that fond wretch abandon*d to defpair* 

Such were the traniports Dejanira felt. 
Stung with a rival's charms, and hufband's guilt s 
With fuch defpair flic view*d the captive maid, 
Whofe fatal love her Hercules betray*d ; 
Th' unchafte Idle, but divinely fair ! 
In love triumphant, though a flave in war ; 
By nature lewd, and form'd for foft delight. 
Gay as the fpring, and fair as beams of light ; 
Whofe blooming youth would wildeft rage difann^ 
And every eye, but a fierce rival's, charm. 

Fix'd with her grief the royal matron flood. 
When the fair captive in his aims Ihe viewM r 
With what regret her beauties fhe furvey'd. 
And curft the power of the too lovely maid. 
That reap'd the joys of her abandoned bed ! 
Her furious looks with wild diforder glow, 
Looks that her envy ahd refentment ftiow ! 
To blaft that fair detefted form flie tries, 
And lightning darts from her diftorted eyes. 

Then o'er the palace of falfc Hercules, 
With clamour and impetuous rage Ihe flies j 

Late 
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Late a dear witnefs of their mutual flame. 
But now th' unhappy objeft of her ihame ; 
Whole confcious roof can yield her no relief. 
But with polluted joys upbraids her grief.. 

Nor can the ^acious court contain her now ; 
It grows a fccne too nanow for her woe. 
Loofe and undreft all day fhe ftrays alone. 
Does her abode and lovM companions fliun. 
In woods complains, and ilghs in every grove. 
The mournful tale of her forfaken love. 
Her thoughts to all th' extremes of frenzy fly. 
Vary, but cannot eafe her mifcry : 
Whilft in her looks the lively forms appear. 
Of envy, fondnefs, fury, and delpair. 

Her rage no conftant face of forrow wears. 
Oft fcomful fmllcs fuccced loud fighs and tears ^ 
Oft o'er her face the rifing blufties fpread. 
Her glowing eye-balls turn with fury red : 
Then pak and wan Uer alter 'd looks appear. 
Paler than guilt, and drooping with delpair. 
A tide of paffions ebb and flow within, 
And oft flie fliifts the melancholy fcene : 
Does all th' excefs of woman's fury fliow. 
And yields a large variety of woe. 

Now calm as infants at the mother's brcaft^. 
Her grief in fofteft murmurs is expreft : 
She fpeaks the tendereft things that pity move. 
Kind are her looks, and languifliing with love. 
Then loud as ftonns, and raging as the v/ind. 
She gives a loofe to her diftemper'd mind : 

C c 4 With 
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With fliricks and groans ilic fills the air around. 
And makes die palace her loud griefs .refound. 

Wild with her wrongs, (he like a fury ftrays, 
A fury, more than wife of Hercules : 
Her motion, looks, and voice, proclaim her \voes ; 
While fighs, and broken words, her wilder. thoughts 
difcloie. 1 

I 
TO HIS P.ERJURET) MISTRESS. ! 

I 
** Nox eral, & coelo fulgebat luna fercno,** .&c. i 

I 
TT was one ereeing, when the rifing moon 

"*■ Amidft her train of ftars diftinftly (hone j 

Serene and c^lm was , the inviting ;iight, 

And heaven appeared in dll its luftre bright 5 

When you, Ncaera, you, niy perjur*d fair. 

Did, to abu(e the gods ;and me, prepare. 

*Twas then you fw'grc-» -remember, faithlefs maid. 

With what en'dearitig arts you then betray 'd : 

Remember all the tender things that paft, 

When round my nejJc your willing arms were caftt 

The circling ivys, y^hen the oaks they join. 

Seem loofe, and Qojr, to thofe fond arms of thine. 

Believe, you cry'd, this folemn vow believe. 
The nobleft jpledge th^t Love* and I can give 5 
Or, if there 's ougnt more facred here below, 
I^et that confirm my oath to heaven and you. 
If e*er my bread a guilty flame receives, 
vQr covets joys but wliat thy prefence gives ; 

May 
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"May every injured power aflert thy caufe, 
And Love avenge his violated laws : 
While cruel beads of prey infeft the plain. 
And tempefts rage upon the faithlefs main ; 
While fighs and tears ihall liftehing virgins move; 
So long, ye powers, willTond Neaera'love. 

Ah, faithlefs charmer, lovely perjur'd maid ! 
Are thus my vows and generous flame repaid"? 
Repeated flights I have too tamdy bore, 
Still doated on, and ft ill been wrong'd the more. 
Why dol liften to that Syren^s voice. 
Love ev'n thy crimes, arfd fly to guilty joys ? 
Thy fatal eyes my befl: refolves betray. 
My fury melts' in fdft defires away : 
Bach look, each glance, for all thy crimes atone. 
Elude my rage, and I'm again undone. 

But if my injur'd foul dares yet be brave, 
Unlefs. I 'in fond of fliame, confirm'd a flav$, 
I will be deaf to that enchanting tongue, 
Nor on thy beauties gaze away my wrong. 
At length I '11 loath each proftituted grace. 
Nor. court the leavings of a cloy'd embrace ; 
But fliew, with manly r^ge, my Ibul 's above 
The cold returns, of thy exhaufted love. 
Then thou flialt juftly mourn at my diClaIn, 
Find all thy arts and all thy charms in vain : 
Shalt mourn, whilft I, with nobler flames, purfue 
Some nymph as fair, though not unjufl, as you ; 
Whofe wit and beauty fliall like thine excel, 
But far fufpafs in truth, and loving well. 

3at 
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But wretched thou, whoe'er my rival art. 
That fondly boafts an empire o*cr her heart ; 
Thou that enjoy'ft the fair inconllant prize, 
And vainly triumph'ft with my viftories ; 
Uncnvy'd now, o'er all her beauties rove. 
Enjoy thy ruin, and Neaera's love : 
Though wealth and honours grace thy nobler birthy 
To bribe her love, and fix a wandering faith ; 
Though every grace and every virtue join, 
T' ennch thy mind, and make thy form divine : 
Yet bleft, with endlefs charms, too foon you '11 prove 
The treacheries of falfe Neaera's love. 
Loft and abandon'd by th* ungrateful fair, 
Like me you '^II love, be injured, and deipair. 
When left th* unhappy objedt of her fcom. 
Then Ihall I finile to fee the vi£lor mourn. 
Laugh at thy fate, and triumph in my turn. 

IMITATION OF HORACE. 

BOOK I. ODE XXIL 

** Integer vita," &c. 

'T'HE man that 's uncoiTupt, and free from guilt, 
•*■ That the remorfe of fecret crimes ne'er felt : 
Whole bread was ne'er debauch'd with (in,. 
But finds ail calm, and all at peace within : 
In his integrity fecure, 
He fears no danger, dreads no power : 
U&le& are arms for his defcnce,^ 
That keeps a faithful guard of ijuiocencer 

II. Secure 
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Secure t^e happy innocent may rove^ 

The care of every power above ; 

Although unarmed he wanders Q*er 
The treacherous Libya's iands, and faithleis ihore x 

Though o'er th* inho^itable bj»w« 

Of favage Caucafus he goes ; 

Through Africk^s flames, through Seythia's fnbwi^ 
Or where Hydafpea, hm*d for monfiers> flowsv 

III. 
For asy within an unfrequented gro¥e» 

I tun'd my willing lyre to love. 

With pleafiiig amorous thoughts betray*d> 
Beyond my bounds infenf^ly I ftray'd ; 

A wolf that view'd me fled away. 

He fled from his defencelefs prey ? 

When I invok'd Mariia's aid, 
Although unarmed, the trembling monfter fled* 

IV. 
Not Daunia's teemmg iands, nor barbarous fhore^ 

E'er fuch a dreadful native bore, 

Nor Africk's nurfing caves brought forth 
So fierce a bead, of fuch amazing growth : 

Yet vain did all his fury prove 

Againft a breaft that 's arm'd with love; 
Though abfent, fair Maria's name 
Subdues the fierce, and makes the £ivage tame.. 

V. 
Commit me now to that abimdon'd place 

Where chearfui light withdraws its rays; 
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No beams on barren nature fmiley 
Nor fruitful winds rcfrefh th* intemperate foil j 
But tempefts, with eternal frofts. 
Still rage around the gloomy coaft .- 
'Whilft angry Jove rnfefts the air. 
And, black with clouds, deforms the lullcn year. 

VI. 
Qr-jilace me now beneath *the torrid zone, 
To'Hve a bonderer on the fun : 
Send me to fcorching fands, who(e heat 
Guards the deftrudiveibil from human feet*: 
Yet there I '11- fing Maria's name, 
And'fport, uninjur'd, midft the flame: . 
Maria's name ! that will' create, ev'n there, 
A milder climate, .and more temperate air. 

Patroclus's Requeft to Achilles for his Arras* 

Imitated from the Beginning of the Sixteenth 
« Iliad of Homer. 

"TV I VINE Achilles, with compaffion mov'd, 

■■^ Thus to Patroclus fpake, his beft-belov'd. 

Why like a tender girl doft thou complain ! 

That ftrives to reach the mother's brcaft in vain i 

Mourns by her fide, her knees embraces fall. 

Hangs QA her robes, and interrupts her hailc ; 

Yet, when with fondnefs to her arms (he 's rais*d. 

Still mourns and weeps, and will not be appeas'd! 

Thus my:Patrocius in his grief appears, 

Ttm like a froward girl profufe of tears. 

from 
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Troifk Pbth ia doll thou mournful tindings hear. 

And to thy friend fome fatal raeflage bear I 

Thy valiant father (if we fame believe) 

The good Menaetius, he is yet alive : 

And Feleus, though in- his declining days, 

Reigns o'er his. Myrmidons in health and peace ;^ 

Yet, as their lateft obfequics we paid,. 

Thou mourn'ft them living, as already dead. 
Or thus with tears the Grecian hofk deplore^. 

That with their navy perifh on the fliorc^ 

And with compaffion their misfortunes view,. 

The juil reward to guilt and falfehood due ? 

Impartial heaven avenges thus my wrong. 

Nor fufiers crimes to go unpuniflfd long. 

Reveal the caufe fo much afHi^s thy mind. 

Nor thus conceal thy forrows from thy frieftd- 
When, gently railing %p his drooping head. 

Thus, with a figh,,the fad Patroclus faid. 

Godlike Achilles, Peleus* valiant fon ! 

Of all our chiefs,, the greateft in renown ; . 

Upbraid not thus th' a£[ii£led with their woes^. 

Nor triumph now the Greeks fuflain fuch lofs ! 

To pity let thy generous breaft incline. 

And fliow thy mind is like thy birth divine. 

For all the valiant leaders of their hoft,, 

Or wounded lie, or are in battle loft. 

Ulyffes great in arms,, and Diomede, 

Languifli with wounds, and in the navy bleed : 

This common fate great Agamemnon (hares. 

And ftcrn Eurypylus, renowned in wajrs. 

' Whilft* 
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Whilft powerful drugs th' cxperienc'd artifts try. 
And to their wounds apt remedies apply : 
Eafmg th* afflifted heroes with their (kill, 
'Thy breail alone remains implacable ! 

What, will thy fury thus for ever laft ! 
Let prefcnt woes atone for injuries paft : 
How can thy foul retain fuch lafting hate ! 
Thy virtues are as ufelefs as they *re great. 
What injur'd friend from thee fliall hope redrefs, 
That will not aid the Greeks in fuch diftrefs ? 
Ufelefs is all the valour that you boaft, 
DeformM with rage, with fixllen fury loft. 

Could cruelty like thine from Peleus come. 
Or be the oflfspring of feir Thetis* womb ! 
Thee raging fcas, thee boifterous waves brought forth^ 
And to obdurate rocks thou ow*ft thy birth ! 
Thy ftubborn nature ftill retains their kind. 
So hard tHy hieart, f» favage is thy mind. 

But, if thy boding breaft admits- of fear, 
Or dreads what facred oracles declare f 
What awful Thetis in the courts above* 
Receiv*d from the unerring mouth of Jove ? 

If fo let me the threatening dangers face. 

And head the warlike fquadrons in thy place : 
Whilft me thy valiant Myrmidons obey. 
We yet may turn the fortune of the day. 
Let me in thy diftinguilh'd arms appear. 
With all thy dreadful equipage of war j 
That when die Trojans our approaches view. 
Deceived, they fliall retreat, and think 'tis you. "^ 

Thus, 
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Thus, from the rage of an infulting hoft, 
We may retrieve that fame the Greeks have loft j 
Vigorous and frefh, th' unequal fight renc\v. 
And from our navy force the drooping foe^ 
O'er harafs'd men an eafy conqueft gain. 
And drive the Trojans to their walls again. 



On the rc-prmtbg MILTON'S Profe Works, 
with his Poems written in his Paradise Lost, 

"•^ I ^ H E S £ facrcd lines with wonder we perufe, 

•*• And praife the flights of a feraphic Mufe, 
Ti#thy feditious prdfc provokes our rage. 
And foils the beauties of thy brighteft page. 
Thus here we fee tranfporting fcenes arife, 
Heaven's radiant hoft, and opening paradife ; 
Then trembling view the dread abyfs beneath, 
ilell's horrid manfions, and the realms of death* 

Whilft here thy bold majeftic numbers rife. 
And range A' embattled legions of the ikies. 
With armies fill the azure plains of light, 
And paint the lively terrors of the fight. 
We own the poet \vorthy to rehearfe 
Heaven's lafting triumphs in immortal verfe-: 
But when thy impious mercenary pen 
Infults the beft of princes, bcft of men. 
Our admiration turns to juft difdain, 
^nd we revoke the fond applaufe aj^iiw 

4 Uke 
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Like the fallen angels in their happy ftate. 
Thou ihar'dft their nature, . infolence, and fate : ' 
To harps divine, immortal l^ymns they fung. 
As fweet thy voice, as f%veet thy lyre was ftrung. 
As they did rebels to th' Almighty grow, 
So thou prophan'ft his- image here below. . 
Apoftate bard ! may not thy guilty ghoft, . 
Difcover to its own eternal coft, 
That as they heaven, thou paradife haft loft ! . 



1 
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SLR HUMPHRY MACK WORTH, 

ON THE MINES, LATE.OF SIR CABiBE;X.Y PRICE. 

TTTHAT fpaciou6 veins enrich the BritifH foils- 

^^ The various ores, and ikilful miner s toil j 
How ripening metals lie conceal'd in earth, 
And teaming Nature, forms the wondrous birth; 
My ufeful vcrfe, the firft,.tranfinit8 to fame. 
In numbers tun'd, and no unhallow'd flame. 

O generous Mackworth ! could the Mufe impart: 
A labour worthy thy au^icious art; 
Like thee fucceed in paths untrod before,. 
And fecret.tteafures of the land explore. 
Apollo's felf ihould on the labour, fmile. 
And Dclphos quit for Britain's fruitful ifle. 

Where fair Sabrina flows around the coaft^ , 
And aged Dovey^ in the ocean 's loft, . 

Her' 
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Her lofty brows unconqUer'd Britain rears. 
And fencM with rocks impregnable appears : 
Which like the well-fix'd bftrs of nature fhow. 
To guard the treafures (he conceals below. 
For Earth, diftoj^ed with her pregnant womb, 
Heaves up^ to give the forming embryo room : 
Hence vaft excrefcences -of hills arife^ 
And mountains fweU to a portentous (ize. 
Louring and black the rugged coall appears, 
The Allien earth a gloomy furface wears ; 
Yet all beneath, deep as the centre, Ihines 
With native wealth, and more than India's mines. 
Thus erring Nature her defefts fupplics. 
Indulgent oft to what her Tons defpife : 
Oft in a rude, unfiniih'd form, we find 
The nobleft treafure of a generous mmd. 

Thrice happy land! from whofe indulgent womb. 
Such unexhaufied Aores of riches come ! 
By heaven belov'd I form'd by aufpicious fate. 
To be above thy neighbouring nations great ! 
Its golden finds no more (hall Tagus boaii. 
In Dovey's flood his rival'd empire*s loi^ 1 
Whofe waten nov a nobler fund maintain. 
To humble France, and check the pride of Spain. 
Like Egypt's Nile the bounteous current (hows, 
Difperfing bledings wherefbe'er it flows ; 
Whofe native treafure 's able to repair 
The long expences of our Gallic war. 

The ancient Britons are a hardy race, 
Avcric to luxury and flothf ul eafe ; 

D d Their 
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Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne*er bow'd. 
In war unconquer'd, and of freedom proud ; 
With minds rcfolv'd they lading toils endure, 
Unmix'd their language, and their manners pure. 
Wifely does Nature fuch an offspring chufe, 
Brave to defend her wealth, and (low to ufe. 
Where thirft of empire ne'er inflames their veins. 
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reigns : 
But, low in mines, they conftant toils renew. 
And through the earth their branching veins purfue*. 
As when fome navy on th* Iberian coaft, 
Chac'd by the winds, is in the ocean loft ; 
To Neptune's realms a new fupply it brings. 
The firength deHgn'd of European kings : 
Contending divers would the wreck regain. 
And make reprifals on the grafping main : 
Wild in purfuit they are endanger*d more. 
Then when they combated the florms before* 
The miner thus through perils digs his way. 
Equal to theirs, and deeper than the fea ; 
Drawing, in peftilential fleams, his breath, 
Refolv'd to conquer, though he. combats death. 
Night's gloomy realms his pointed fteel invades. 
The courts of Pluto, and infernal Ihades : 
He cuts through mountains, fubterraneous lakes. 
Plying his work, each nervous ftroke he takes 
Loofens the earth, and the whole cavern ihakes. 
Thus, with his brawny arms, the Cyclops (lands. 
To form Jove's lightning with uplifted hands j 

Tilt 
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The ponderoiis hammer with a force defcends, 
Loud as the thunder which his art intends ; 
And as he ftrikes, with each refiftlcfs blow 
The anvil yields, and ^tna groans below. 

Thy fam'd inventions, Mackworth, moft adorn 
The miner's art, and make the beft return : 
Thy Ipeedy (ails, and ufcful engines, fliow 
A genius richer than the mines below. 
Thoufands of '(laves unfkiird Peru maintains; 
The hands that labour ftill exhauft the gains : 
The winds, thy flaves, their ufeful fuccour join, " 
Convey thy ore, and labour at thy mine j 
Inftrufted by thy arts, a power they find 
To vanquilh realms, where once they lay confin'd." 

Downward, my Mule, direft thy ftcepy flight, 
Where fmiling fliades and beauteous realms invite ; 
I firft of Britifh bards invoke thee down, 
And firll with wealth thy graceful temples crown. 
Through dark retreats purfuethe winding ore, 
Search Nature's depths, and view her boundlefs ftorej 
The fecret caufe in tuneful mcafures fing. 
How metals firft are fram'd, and whence they Spring. 
Whether the aftive fun, with chemic flames. 
Through porous earth tranfmits his genial beams 5 
With heat impregnating the womb of night. 
The oflfspring fhines with its paternal light : 
On Britain's ifle propitioufly he Ihines, 
With joy defcends, and labours in her mines. 
Or whether, urg'd by fubtcrfaneous flames. 
The earth ferments^ and flows in liquid ftreams ; 

D d a . Purg'4 
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Purged from their drofs, the nobler parts refine. 

Receive new forms^ and with frefh beauties (hine. 

Thus fluid partSy unknowing how to burn. 

With cold congealM, to folid metals turn: 

For metals only from devouring flame 

Preferve their beauty, and return the fame ; 

Both art and force the well- wrought mafs difBains, 

And 'midft the fire its native form retains. 

Or whether by creation firil they fprung. 

When yet unpois'd the world's great fabric hung : 

Metals the bafis of the earth were made, 

The bars on which its fix'd foundation 's laid : 

All ieoond caufes they difdain to own. 

And from th' Almighty's Fiat fprung alone. 

Nature in ipecious beds preferves herftore. 
And keeps unmix'd the well -compacted ore; 
The fprcadiag root a numerous race mainuins 
Of branching limbs, and far-extended veins : 
Thus, from its watery ftorc, a fpring fupplies 
The lefier ifareams that round its fountain rife ; 
Which bounding out in fair meanders play. 
And o'er the meads in different currents ftray. 

Methixvks I fee the rounded metal fpread, 
To be ennobled with our monarch's head : 
About the globe th' admired coin jQi^l run. 
And make the circle of its parent fun. 

How are tky realms, triumphant Britain, blefti 
Enrich'd with more than all the diftant weft ! 
Thy fons, no more bcttray*d with hopes of gain. 
Shall temp; the dangers of a fakhlcfs main, 

Traffic 
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Traffic no more abroad £6r £opeign (poil^ 
Supplied with richer from their native (biL 
To Dovey^s flood ihali numerous traders c6tt»^ 
EmployM to fetch the Biitiib buIHon home, 
To pay their tributes to its bounteous (hore» 
Returning kden with the Cambrian ore. 
Her abfent fleet Potod'a hice ihall mouni» 
And wifli in vain to fee our lails return ; 
Like mifers heaping up their ufelefs ftorCf 
Starv'd with their wcaltl), amidtt their riches poor. 
Where-e'er the Britifli banners are difplay*d,. . 
The fuppliant nations fliall implore our aid ; 
Till, thus compeird,the greater worlds confefs 
Themfelvesoblig'd, and fuccour'd by thclcfs. 

How Cambria's mines were to her offspring knowa| 
Thus (acred verfe tranfmits the (lory down : 
Merlin, a bard of the infpired train. 
With myflic numbers charhi'd the Britifli plain s 
BelovM by Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine, 
His fong was facred, and his art djvine : 
As on Sabrina's fruitful bank^he flood. 
His wondrous verfe xeftrain'd the liftcning flood j 
The ftream!s bright Goddcfs raised her awful head, 
And to her cave the artful (hepherd led. 
Her fwift-defcending fteps the youth purfues, 
And rich in ore the (pacLous .mountain views. 
In beds diftiflft the well rang'd metals lay, 
Difperflng rays, and counterfeiting day. 
The filver, fliedding beams of orient li^t. 
Struck with too fierce a glare his aking fight; 
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Like rifing flames the ruddy copper fliow'd. 
And fpread its bluihcs o'er the dark abode r 
Profufe of rays, and with unrfval'd beams. 
The liquid filver flo\v*d in reftlefs ftrcams r 
Uor India's Sparkling gems are half fo bright. 
Nor waves above, that flime with heavenly light; 
When thus theGoddefs fpake : Harmonious Youth, 
Rcver'd for numbers fraught with facred truth ! 
Belov'd by heaveii ! attend while I relate 
The fix'd decree, and dark events of fate. 
Concealed thefe treafures lie m Nature's womb. 
For future times, and ages yet to come. 
"When many long revolving years are run, 
A hero (Hall afcend the Britifli throne, 
Whofe numerous triumphs fhall Augufta grace^ 
In arms renown'd, ador'd for plenteous peace. 
Beneath his fway a gbnerous youth Ihall rife. 
With viVtues blcft, in happy councils wife ; 
Rich with the fpoils of Learning's various (lore. 
Commanding arts, yet flill acquiring more. 
He, witl\fuccef^, fhall enter this abode. 
And nature trace in paths before untrod j 
The fmiling offspring from her womb remove, 
And with her enti-ails glad the realms above'. 
O youth, rclerv'd by more aufpicious fate. 
With fam'd improvements to oblige the ftate f 
By wars impoverifh*d, Albion mourns no more. 
Thy well-wrought mines fprbid her to be poor 
The earth, thy great exchequer, ready lies, 
Which all defe£^ of failing funds fupplies j 

Thou 
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Thou fhalt a nation's preiiing wants relieve. 
Not war pan iavifh more than thou canft give. 

'lliis, Mackworthy fixes thy immortal name. 
The Mufe's darling, and the boaft of fame ; 
No greaiter virtues on jsecord Iball'iland, 
Than thus with arts to grace, with wealth eiurieh the land. 



Dd4 OVID 'ft 



O V 1 D V 8 

ART OP LOVS« 

BOOK THE S£COND*« 

l^OW lo Paean fing ! now wreaths prepare ! 
•*'^ And with repeated los fill the air : 
The prey is falPn in my fuccefsful toils» 
My artful nets inclofe the lovely fpoils : 
My numbers now, ye fmiling lovers, crown^ 5 

And make your poet deathlefs in renown ^ 
With lafting fame my verfe fhall be inroird* 
And I peferr'd to all the Bards of old. 
Thus Paris from the warlike Spartans bore 
Their raviihM bride ; to Ida's diftant (hore 10 

Vi£lorius Pelops thus in triumph drove 
The vanquiih'd maid, and thus enjoy'd his love. 
Stay, eager youth ! your bark 's but under fail ; 
The diftant port requires a profperous gale. 
'Tis not enough the yielding beauty's found » 15 

And with my aid your artful paffion crowned ; 

♦The First Book of Ovid's " Art of Love," is 
iffitictd Ui^his Colle6tion, am^ng die poems of Mr. 
Dryden j the Third, among thofe of Mr. Con- 
GREVE. Mr. Pope's hand-writing enables us toafcribe 
tha Second to Dr. Yalden. N. 

The 
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The conquefts our fuccefsful con<Ju£): gain'd^ 
With art muft be fecur'd, by arts maintain'd. 
The glory's more to guard, than win the prize; 
. There all the tpil and threatening danger lies. ao . 

If ever, Cupid> now indulgent prove, 
O Venus! aid$ thoucharnungOjuenof Lov«! 
Kind Erato, let thy aufpicious name 
Infpire the work, and raiic my generous flame. 
The labour 's great ! a method I dcfiga 25 

For Love ; and will the fettered god confine : 
The god that coves the fpacious world aiound^ 
In every climey and diftant region found ; 
A£live.and lighi;, his wings elude our guard. 
And to conBne a deity is hard t 3« 

His guefl from flight Minos incloa'd around. 
Yet he with wings a daaing paflage found. 
Thus Daedalus her oflfipring flril confin'd r 
Who with a bull in l^^'d cmbcaces joinM : 
Her teeming womb the horrid crime ctuifeis^d ; 35 

Big with a human bvJl, half man, lialf beaft. 
Said he^ jpfl Minos, befi of human-kind. 
Thy mercy let ^ proflrace cxik And. 
By fates compell'd my native fhores to fly, 
I'emiit me, where I dui^ not live, to die. 40 

Enlarge my fon^ if you negle^ ray teaars. 
And fhow cpmpa^iotA to hi^ bloonsing yean : 
Let not the youth a, long confinement nMumy 
O^free the Ton, or,Uc his fire return 1 
t£us he implor^d« hue ftill implor*^ in vak), 45 

Norcoiild the freedom thai he fought, obtain. 

Convinced 
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ConvincM at length : Now, Daedalus, he cry'd. 
Here *s fubjcft for thy art that *s yet untry'd, 
Minos the earth commands, and guards the Tea, 
Nopafs the land affords, the deep no way r 50 

Heaven 's only free, we'll heaven's aufpicious height'' 
Attempt to pafs, where kinder fates invite f 
Favour, ye powers above, my daring flight j 
Misfortunes oft prove to invention kind, 
loftrufl our wit, and aid the labouring mind r 5$ 

For who can credit men, in wild dcfpair, 
Should force a paffage through the yielding air f 
Feathers for wings dcfign'd the artift chofe. 
And bound .with thread his forming pititons cloie : 
With tempered wax the pointed ends he wrought, t9 
And to perfeiftkm his new labours brought. 
The finifh'd wings his fmiling offspring view*. 
Admires the work, not confcious of -their ufc : 
To whom the father faid, Obferve ariglit, 
Obferve, royfon, thefc inftrumcnts of flight, 65* 

In vain the tyrant our efcape retards, 
The heavens he cannot, all but heaven he guards 1 
Though earth and Teas elude thy father's care, 
Thefe wings fliall waft us through the fpacrous air. 
Nor fliall my fon tcleftial figns furrey, 7# 

Far from the radiant Virgin take your way y 
Or where Bootes the cliill'd north commands. 
And with his fauchion dread Orion flands ; 
ril go before, me flill retain in flght, 

Where-e'er I lead^ fecurely make your flight. 75 

* For 
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For fhould we upward ibar too near the Ain, 
Diflblv'd with heat, the liquid wax will run r 
Or near the fcas an humbler flight maintain > 
Our plumes will fuffer by the fteaming main, 
A medium keep, the winds oblcrve aright : S9 

The winds will aid your advantageous flight. 
He cautioned tfius, and thus inform'd him long. 
As careful birds inftruft their tender young : 
Xhe fpreadin^ wings then to his (houlders bound. 
His body poised, and rais'dhim from the ground. 85 
P/epar'd for flight, his aged amnfs embrace 
The tender youth > whilfl tears overflow his face. 
A hill there was, from whence the anxious- pair 
Eflfay'd their wings, and forth they lanch'd in airr 
Now his expanded plumes the artift plies, ^^ 

Regards his Ton, and leads along the ikie»f 
Pleased with the novelty of flight, the boy 
Bounds in the air, and upward ^rings with joy. 
The angler views them from the dtflant ftrand. 
And quits the labours of his tremWrng hand, ^e 

Samos they pafs, and Naxos jn then- flight. 
And Delos, with ApoIlo'"s prefenee bright. 
Now on their right Lcbinthos' fliores they found, 
For fruitful lakes and ftiady groves rcnown'd. 
When the afpirifag boy forgot his fears, xo» 

Rafli with hot youth and unexpericRc'd years j 
Upwards he foat'd, maintained a lofty iiroke^ 
And his direfting father's way forfook. 
The wax, of heat impatient, melted run, 
Nor could his wings fuHain that blaze of fun. ro$ 

From 
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Frono heaven he views the fatal depths below, 

Whilft killing fearspisvent the diftant blow< 

His ftruggling anus sow no afliftance find, 

Nor poife the body, nor receive the wind. 

lulling, his father he implores in vain* 1 19 

To aid his flighty and finking limbs fuflain j 

His name invokes, till the expiring found 

Far in the floods with Icarus was drown'd. 

The parent mourns, a parent now no more, 

And feeks the abft nt youth on every ihore ; 1 1 ^ 

Where's my lov*d fon, my Icarus ! he cries ; 

Say in what diflant region of the ikies, 

Or faithlefs cUme> the youthful wanderer flics ! 

S'hen viewed hit pinions fcatter'd b*er the ftream. 

The ihore his booes feaeiv*d» the waves his name. 1 20 

Minos with walls attempted to deta'm 

His flying guefts,. but did attempt in vain : 

Yet the wiag'd god (hail to our rules i'ubmit, 

And Cupid yield to more prevailing wit. 

TheiTalian arts in vain raih lovers ufe, 125 

In vain with drugs the icomful maid abuic : 
The ikilfuVft potions ineffe£lual piove, 
LTelefs arc magic remedies in love : 
Could charms prevail » Cirre had prov'd her art. 
And fond Medea fix'd her Jafon's heart, 130 

Kor tempt with philters the difdaipful damei 
They rage inipire^ create a fmntic flame : 
Abflain from guilt, all Viicious arts remove, 
And make yourpa^&on worthy of her love. 

« Diflruft 
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I>iftru(V your empty form and boaftrd face ; 135 

The nymph engage a thoufand nobler ways : 

To fix her vanquifh'd heart inthrcly thine, 

AccomplifliM graces to your native join. 

Beauty 's but frail, a chaiin that foon decays. 

Its luftre fades as rolling years increafe. 

And ageftill triumphs o'er the ruin*d face. 

This truth the fair but ihort-liv*d lily fhows. 

And prickles that furvive the faded rofe. 

JLearn, lovely boy, be with inftru£Vion wife ! 

Beauty and youth mif-fpent are paft advice. 14^ 

Then cultivate thy mind with Wit and Fame, 

Thofe lading charms furvive the funeral flame. 

With arts and fciences your bread improve. 
Of high import arc languages in Idve : 
The fam'd Ulyffes was not fair nor young, 150 

Byt eloquent and charming with his tongue : 
And yet for him contending beauties drove. 
And every fea-nymph fought the hero's love, 
Calypfb moum'd when he foribok her fhores, 
And with fond waves detain'd his hady oars. 155 

Oft die inquir'd of ruin'd Ilium's fate. 
Making him oft the wondrous tale relate ; 
Which with fuch grace his florid tongue could frame. 
The dory dill was new, tho* dill the fame. 
Kow danding on the diorcs, again declare, 160 

Calypfo cry'd, yourfam'd exploits in war. 
He with a wand, a dender wand he bore. 
Delineates every a6lioa on the diore. 

Here's 
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Here's Troy, fays he, tHiea draws the walls in (and : 

There Sitnois flows, here my battalions ftand. 165 

A field there was, (and then defcribes the field) 

Where Dolon, with rewards deceiv'd, we kill'd. 

Judthus entrenched imagine Rhefus lies, 

And here we make his warlike ftccds our prize. 

Much he defcrib'd, when a dcftruclivc wave "^ 

WafliM off the Ikndcr Troy, and rolling gave I 

To Rhelus and his tents one common grave. J 

Long with delight his charming tongue (lie heard. 

The wcll-rais'd palFion in her looks appear'd : 

The goddefs weeps to view his fpreading fails, 175 

So much a foldier with the fex prevails. 

Diftruft thy form, fond youth, and learn to know. 

There *s more requir'd in love than, empty fhow. 

With juft difdain (he treats the haughty mind, 

*Tis complaifance that makes a beauty kind. 180 

The hawk we hate that always lives in arms, • 

The raging wolf that every flock alarms : 

But the mildfwallow none with toils infefts, 

And none the foft Chaonian bird molefts. 

Debates avoid, and rude contention iliun ; 4S.5 

A woman *swith fubmiflive language won. 

Let the wife rail, and injur'd hulband fwear. 

Such freedoms are allowed themarry'd pair: 

Xyjfcord and ftrife to nuptial beds belong, 

The portion jullifics a clamorous tongue. 190 

With tender vows the yklding maid endear, 

And let her only fi^hs and wilhes hear. 

3 Con- 
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Contrive with words and actions to delight. 
Still chann her ear, and ftill oblige her fight, 

I no inftruftions to the rich impart, 195 

He needs not, that prefents, my ufeUfs art : 
The giving lover 's handfome, valiant, wife. 
His happy fortune is above advice. 
I to the needy fing ; though poor, I lovc^ 
And, wanting wealth, with melting language mov€. zoo 
His honour dorms a ftubborn damfers door ; 
I *m cautious to affront, becaufc I 'm poor. 
With pleafing arts I court, with arts poITefs ; 
Or if I m bounteous, 'tis in promifes. 
^nrag'd, I ruffled once Curinna*$ hair, 305 

Long was I banilh'd by the injur'd fair $ 
Long mournful nights for this confum'd alone. 
Nor could my tears the furious maid atone. 
Weeping, fhe vowM, a fuit of point I tore ; 
Falfely ihe vow'd, but I muft purchafc mare. 210 

Make not your guilty matter's crime your own. 
But by my punifliment my error ihun ; 
Indecent fury from her fight rjemove, 
No palTion let your millrefs know, but love. 

Yet if the haughty nymph 's unkind and coy, 215 
Or ihuns your fight ; have patience, and enjoy. 
By (low degrees we bend the ttubborn bow $ 
What force refifts, with art will pliant grow. 
In vain we ftem a torrent's rapid force. 
But fwim with eafe, complying with its courfe. 22* 
By gentler arts we favage beafts reclaim, 
And lions, bulls, and furious tigers tame. 

Fiercely 
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Fiercely Atlanta o'er the forcft rov*d, 

Cruel and wild, and yet at laft fhe lov'd. 

Melanion longdeplor'd his hopclcfs flame, 225 

And, weeping, in the woods purfued the fcomful dame : 

On his fubmifiive neck her toils he wore, 

And with his miftrefs chac'd the dreadful boart 

Arm'd to the woods I bid you not repair, 

Kor follow over hills the favage fair r tjo 

My foft injunftions lefs fevere you 11 find, 

Eafy to learn, and fram'd to every mind. 

Her wi flics never, nor her will withftand ; 

Submit, you cpnquer ; ferve, and you '11 command. 

Her words approve, deny what (he denies ; 235 

Like, where (he likes ; and where fhe icoms, defpiic. 

Laugh when fhe fmiles : when fad, dilTolvt in tears ; 

Let every gcfture fympathizc with hers. 

If fhe delights, as women will, in play, 

Her flakes return, your ready lofings pay. 140 

When fhe *s at cards, or rattling dice fhe throws, . 

Connive at cheats, and generoudy lofe. 

A fmiiing winner let the nymph remain. 

Let your pleas'd mifirefs every conqueft gain. 

In heat, with an umbrello ready ftand ; 145 

When walking, offer your officious hand. 

Her trembling hands, though you fufhiin the cold, 

Chcrifh, and to your warmer bofom hold. 

Think no inferior office a difgrace; 

No a£^ion, that a miflrefs gains, is bafe. 250 

The hero that eluded Juno's fpite. 

And every monfter overcame in fights 

That 
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That paft fo many bloody labours o*er, 

And well defcrv'd that hcav'n whofe weight he bore : 

Anfnidft Ionian damfels carding ftands, 255 

And grafps the diftafi* with obedient hands ; 

In all Gommands the haughty dame obeys ; 

And who di'fdains to a6^'iike Hercules ? 

If ihe 's at law, be fure commend the laws. 

Solicit with the judge, or plead her caufe« %69 

With patience at the affignation wait, 

Early appear, attend her coming late. 

Whene'eribe wants a meffengcr, away. 

And her commands with flying feet obey. 

■U%en late from fupper flie *s returning home, ft (5 

And calls her fervant, as a fervant come. 

She for the country air retires from town, 

You want a coach, or horfe, why foot it down : 

Let not the fultry feafon of the year. 

The falling fnows, or con ft ant rain deter. 470 

J>ove is a warfare ; an ignoble floth 

Seems equal contemptible in both : 

In both are watchings, duels, anxious cares. 

The foldierthus, and thus the lover fares ; 

With rain he *s drench*d, with piercing terapefts ihakes. 

And on the colder earth his lod«:ing takes. 

Fame fays that Phorbus kept Admctus* herd j 

And coarfely in an humble cottage far'd ; 

No fervile offices the god deny'd ; 

Lcam this, ye lover*;, and renounce your pride. s8o 

V%'hcn all exccfs is to your milVrefs hard. 
When every dqorfccurM, and windows bairM j 

Ee The 



4l« YALDEN'S POEMS. 

The roof untile, ibme defperate parage find : 

YoM cauoot be too bold to make her kind : 

Qht how ihe '11 clafp yon when the dangers o*ttf «S5 

And value y9UF deferving paflion more ! 

Thus through the boifierous feas Leander moT'd, 

Not to pofTefs, but ihew how much be lov'd. 

NorbIu(h\Bg think how low you condefcead 
To<ourt her maids, and make each flave your friend : 
Each by their names familiarly falute. 
And beg them to promote your amorous fuit. 
Perhaps a bribe *% requir*d ; your bounty ihow. 
And from youc iknder fortune part beftow. 
A 4puble bribe the chamber-maid iecures ; 295 

And when the favorite 's gain'd, the fair is your's. 
She '11 add, to ^very thing you do, a grace, 
And watch th^ wanton hours, and time her praile. 
When fervants merry make, and feaft and play, 
Tkffi give herfoiscthing to keep holiday. 300 

Retain them every one, the porter mod. 
And her who nightly guards the happy coaft. 

I no profifle nor coftly gifts commend. 
But choofe and time it well, whatever you fend. 
Pf«yid^ tte piJodu^k of the early year, 305 

And let your boy the rural preient bear ; 
Tell her 'tw|| fyefh, and from your manor brought> 
Though dale, a^idiatbe fuburb market bought, 
The Brft ripe clufter let your miftrefs eat, 
\Vnh chefix^tSf, melons, and fair peaches treat : 3 10 

Some larger fi(b, or choicer fowl prefent : 
They recogua^ftd your pa£ioo, whecc they 're fiuit. 

^Tis 
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'Tis with thtie artg the childless mifer 's caught. 

Thus future legacies are baiely bought : 

But may his name with infamy be curft, 3 1 j 

That pra6lis'd them on love, and woman firft? 
In tender fonncts moft your dame rchearfe. 

But who, alas ! of late are mov'd by verle ? 

Women a wealthy-treating fool admire^ 
Applaud your wit, but coiily gifts require. 32^ 

This is the golden age, all worihip gold. 
Honours are purcfaas'd, Love and Beauty ibid. 
Should Homer eome with his harmomoot tni^f 
And not preient. Homer 's tuiB'd out again. 
Sorpe of the fex have fenfe, their number's finaU; 3t$ 
Moil ignorant, yet vain pmendcrs all : 
Flatter aright, finooch empty ftanaas (end s 
They feldom ienfe, but found and rhyme commeiid* 
Should you with art compoleeach poliih'd line. 
And make her, like ycnir aumberft, all divine : 330 
Yet £be '11 a treat, or wort^lefs toy pvefer 
To all th' inuBortal poet's beaded care. 
But he that covets t& rcuin her hewt. 
Let him apply his flattery with art : 
With lading raptures on her beauty gace, %z S 

Alkd make her form the fub)c£lof his praiie. 
Purple commend, when (he 's ia purple dreis'4} 
In fcarlet, fwear (he looks in fearlet heft t 
Array'd in gold, her graceful mien adore. 
Vowing thofe eyes tcanfceBd the fparkling v^ 340 

With prudence place each compliment aright, 
Though ck4 i^ cnpe> let homely crape dciighu 

£ea .In 
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In forted colours, praife a vary'd drefs ; 

In night-cloaths, or commode, let either pi cafe. 

Or when fhe combs, or when (he curls her hair, 345 

Commend her curious art and gallant air. 

Singing, her voice, dancing, her ftep admire. 

Applaud when ihe defifts, and dill delire : 

Let all her words and a6iions wonder raife. 

View her with raptures, and with raptures pfaiie. 350 

■Fierce as Medufa though your miftrefs prove, 

Thefe arts will teach the ftubborn beauty iov«» 

Be cautious left you over-a£^ your part. 
And temper your hypocrify with art : 
Lee no falfe a£^ion give your words the lie, 355 

For, undeceiv'd, fhe 's ever after (hy. 
In Autumn oft, when the luxurious year 
Purples the grape, and ihows the vintage near.; 
When fultry heats, when colder bla(h arife, 
And bodies languifli with inoonftant ikies : }6o 

If vitious heavdn infef^s her tender veins, 
And in her tainted blood fome fever reigns ; 
Then your kind vows, your pious care beftow. 
The bleflings you txpcGt to reap, then fow : 
Think nothing naufeous in her loath'd difeafe, 365 
BiJt with your ready hand contrive to pleafc : 
Weep in her fight, then fonder kiffes give, 
And let her burning lips your tears receive. 
Much for her iafetyvow, but louder fpeak, 
Letthe nymph hear the lavifh vows you make. 370 

As health returns, fo let your joys appear, 
Oft fmile with hope, and oft confefs your fewc 

" This 
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This in her bread remains, thefe pleafing charms 

Secure a pafTage to her grateful arms. 

Reach nothing naufeous to her tafle or fight, 375 

Officious only when you moft delight : 

Nor bitter draughts, nor hated medicines give ; 

Let her from rivals what Ihc loaths receive. 

Thofe proff crous winds that launched our bark from fhore,. 

When out at Tea affid its courfe no more : 380 

Time will your knowledge in our art improve^ 

Give itrength and vigour to your forming lov€. 

The dreadful bull was buta calf, when young j. 

The lofty oak but fiom an acorn fprung :. 

From narrow fprings the nobleft currents flow, 3 85 

Bkit fwell their floods, and fprcad them as they. go. 

Be converfant with love, no toils rcfufe, 

And conquer all fatigues with frequent ufe. 

Still let her hear your fighs, your pafTion view,, 

Attd night and day the flying maid purfue. 390 

Then paufe awhile ; by fallow fields we ^ain ; 

A thirlly foil receives the welcome rain. 

Phyllis was calm while with Demophoon blefs'd,. 

His abfencc wounded mod her raging bread : 

Thus his chade confort for UlylTes burn'd, 395. 

And Laodamia thus her abient hud)and mourr/d : 

With fpeed return,, you 're ruiu'd by delays. 

Some happy youth may foon fupply your place. . 

When Sparta's prince was from his Helen gone,. 

Could Helen be content to lie alone ? 400 

She in his bed recciv'd her amorous gued,. 

And -nightly clafp'd him to her panting bread. 

Ec 3 Untliinking 
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Unthinking cuckttld, to a proverb blind ! 

What, truft a beau and a fair wife behind ? 

tct furious hawks thy trembling turtles keep, 40$ 

And to the mountain wolves commit thy fiieep : 

Helen is guiltlefs, and her lover's crime 

But what yourielf would aft another rime ! 

'The youth was prefling, the dull hufbahd gone. 

Let every woman make the cafe her own : 410 

Who could a prince, by Venus fcnt, refufe ? 

The cuckold's negligence is her excufe. 

But not the foaming boar whom fpears furround. 
Revenging on the dogs his mortal wound, 
Kor lioncfs, whofe young receive the brcaft, 
Nor viper by unwary footllcps preft j 
Nor drunkard by th* Aonian god pofleft, 
Tranfcend the woman's rage, by fury led, 
To find a rival in her injut'd bed. 
tVith fire and fv^'ord (he flies, the frantic dame 420 

t)ifdains the thoughts of tendemefs or fhame. 
Her offspring's blood enraged Medea fpilt, 
A cruel mother, for the father's guilt. 
And Progne's unrelenting fury proves. 
That dire revenge purfues ncglc6bed loves . 42 $ 

Where facred ties of honour are dcftroy'd. 
Such errors caurious lovers rauft avoid. 
Think not my precepts conftancy enjoin, 
Venus avert ! far nobler *s my dcfign. 
At large enjoy, conceal your pailioii wdJ, 430 

Nor ufe the modiih vanity to tell : 

Avoid 
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Avoid prefenting of futpef^ed toys, 

Nor to an hour confine your varied joys - 

Defert the fhades you did frequent before, 

Nor make them confcious to a ne^v axhour. 43 J 

The nymph, when (he betrays, difdains yoUr guilt, 

And, by fuch falfehobd taught, ihe learns to jilt. 

While with avvifc Atrides liv'd cbntent. 

Their loves were mutual, and flie innocent s 

But when iAflaiAM with every charming face, 449 

Her lewdnefs ftill maintain*d an equal pace. 

Chryfes, a& fame had told her, prayM In vain, 

Nor could by gifts his captive girl obtain ; 

Mournful Brifei's, thy complaints fhe heard. 

And how his lull the tedious war deferred. 44^ 

This tamely heard, but with refentment view*d 

The vi6\or by his beauteous flave fubdued : 

With rage (lie faw her own neglcfted charms. 

And took -flEgifthus to her injur*d arms* 

To \\i^ and (hartic by his example led, ^^q 

Who durft fo openly profane her bed. 

What you conceal, her rtiore obfcrving eye 
Perhaps betrays 1 with oaths the faft deny 5 
And boldly give her jealoufy the lie • * 
Not too fubmiffive feem, nOr over-kind j 455 

Th^fe are the fymptotns of a guilty mind : 
But no careiTes, no endearments fpare, 
Enjoyment pacifies the angry fdir. 

There are, that ftrong provoking potions praifc, 
And nature with pernicious medicines rai(e : 460 

E e 4 Nor 
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Nor drugs, nor herbs, will what you fancy prove, 

And I pronounce them poifonous all in love. 

Some pepper bruib'd with feeds of nettles ioin. 

And clary fteep^in bowls of mellow wine :. 

Venus is mod averfe to forced delights, 465 

Extorted flames pollute her genial rites ; 

With fifhes fpawn thy feeble nerves recruit. 

And with eringo's hot falacious root : 

The goddefs worlhip'd by th'Erycian. Twain s 

Mcgara's white fhallot, fo faint, difdains. 47<> 

New eggs they take, and honey's liquid juice. 

And leaves and apples of the pine infufe. 

Frefcribe no more, my Mule, nor medicines give: 

Beauty and youth need no provocative. 

You that conceai'd your fecret crimes before, 475 
Proclaim them now,, now publiih each amour. 
Nor tax me with inconHancy j wc find 
The driving bark requires a veering wind : 
Now northern blafts we court, now fouthem gales, 
And every p3int befriends our ihifted fails, 4B9> 

Thus chariot-drivers with a flowing rein 
Dire6b their flceds, then curb them in again* 
Indulgence ofr corrupts the faithlefs dame. 
Secure from rivals Ihe negle£i:s your flame :• 
Tiie mind without variety is cloy'd, 485- 

And naufeates plealures it has long enjoy 'd^ 
But as a fire, whofe wailed ftrength declines. 
Converts to afhes, and but faintly fhines ; 
When fulphur 's brought, the fprcading flames return, 
And glowing embers with frelh fury burn : 490 
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A rival, thus th' ungrateful maid reclaims, 

Revives defire, and feeds her dying flames : 

Oft make her jearous, give your fondnefs o'er,. 

And teaze her often with fbme new amour. 

Happy, thrice happy yourii, with pleafures bleft, 

Too great, to cxquifite to be exprcft. 

That view'ft tlie anguifh of her jealous bread ! 

Whene'er thy guilt the flighted beauty knows, 

She fwoons j her voice, and then her colour goes. 

Cfr would my furious nymph, in burning rage, 500 

Aflault my locks, and with her nails engage ; 

Then how flie *d weep, what piercing glances cad ! 

And vow to hate the perjurM wretch at laft. 

Let not your miftreft long your falfehood mourn-: 

Kcglefted fondnefs will to fury turn. 505, 

But kindly clafp her in your arms again. 

And on your breaft her drooping head fuftain : 

Whilft weeping kifs, amidft: her tears enjoy, 

And with excefs of biifs her rage deftroy. 

Let her awhile lament, awhile complain, 510. 

Then die with pleafurc, as flie dy'd with pain. 
Enjoyment cures her with its powerful charms, 

She '11 fign a pardon in your aftive arms. 
Firfl; nature lay anundigcfted mafs, 

Heaven, earth, and ocean, wore one common face : 515 

Then vaulted heaven was framM, waves earth inclos'd j . 

And Chaos was in beauteous form difpos'd j 

The beafts inhabit woods, the birds the air. 

And to the floods the fcaly fry repair. 

Mankind alone enjoy'd no certain place, 520 

On rapine liv*d,. a rude unpolifli'd race : 

Caves 
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Caves were tficir houfes, herbs their food and bed, , 

Whilft each a favagc from the other fled. 

Love firft dilarm'd the fiercenefs of their mind, ' 

And in one bed the men and women join'd, 525 I 

The yonth was eager, but unlkill'd in joy, 1 

Nor was the unexperienc'd virgin coy ! 

Ttiey knew no courtlhip, no in{h-u6tor found, 

Yet they enjoy'd, and biefs'd the pleafing wound. 

The birds withconforts propagate their kind, 530 

And fporting fifh their finny beauties find : 

In amorous folds the wanton lerpents twine, 

And dogs with their falacious females join. 

The lufty bull delights his friiking dames. 

And more lafcivious goat her male inflames. 53$ 

Mares furious grow with love, their boundaries force. 

Plunging through waves to meet the neighing horfe.- 

Go on, brave youth, thy generous vigour tiy. 

To the refenting rnaid this charm apply : 

Love's foftening pleafures every grief remove, 540 

There 's nothing that can can make your peace like love. 

From drugs and philtres no redrefs you *l\ find. 

But nature.with your miftrefs will be kind. 

The love that 's unconflndn*d will long endure, 

Machaon's art was falfe, but mine is fure. 545 

Whilft thus I fung, inflam'd with nobler fire, 
I heard the great Apollo*s tuneful lyre ; 
His hand a branch of fpreading laurel bore. 
And on his head a laurel wreath he wore { 
Around he caft diffufive rays of light, 5^0 

Confefling all the god to human fight, 

Thou 
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Thou mailer of lafcivious kits, he faid^ 

Totny frequented fane thy pupils lead : 

And there infcribe in chara£^ers of gold. 

This celebrated fentence you '11 behold. 55 j 

Firil know yourfelf ,* who to himfelf is known^ 

Shall love with condu6b, and his wifhes crown. 

Where Nature has a handfome face beftow*dy 

Or graceful fliape, let both be often fhowM : 

Let men of wit and humour filence ihun^ ^(p 

The artift fing, and foldierblufteron : 

Of longharanguesy ye eloquent, take heed, . 

Nor thy damn'd works, thou teazing poet, read< 

Thus Phcebtts fpake : A juil obedience give» 

And thefe injunf^ions from a god receive. 56 c 

I myfteries 'upfbld $ to my advice 
Attend, ye vulgar lorers, and growwiie. 
The thriving grain in harveft often fails : 
Oft profp'rous winds turn adverfe to our fails : 
Few are the pleafures, though the toils are great t 579 
With patience muft itibmiffive lovers wait. 
What bares on Athos, beet on Hybk feed. 
Or berries on the circling ivy breed ; 
As (hells on Tandy ihores, as ftars above, 
80 numerous are the fure fatigues of love. ^7^ 

The lady 's gone iibroad, you *re told ; though ieen^ 
Diilruft your eyes, believe her not within. 
Her lodgings on the promis'd night are clolei 
Hefent it not, but on the earth repofe. 
Her maid will cry, with an infulting tone, « 80 

What makes you iaaater here ? you fot, be gone. 

With 
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With moving words the cruel nymph intrcat. 
And place your garland on the bolted gate. 
Why do I light and vulgar precepts ufe ? 
A nobler fubjefl now infpires my Mufe : 585- 

Approaching joys I iing; ye youths draw near^. 
Liflen ye happy lovers and give car : 
The labour 's great, and daring is my fong. 
Labours and great attempts to Love belong. 
As from the facred oracles of Jove 590 

Receive thefe grand myfterious truths in Love. 
Look down when Ihe the ogling fpark invite*, 
Kor touch the confcious tablets when (lie writes. 
Appear not jealous, though ihe 's much from home. 
Let her at pleafure go, unqueftion'd come. 595 

This crafty hulbands to their wives permit, 
And learn, when ihe 's engag'd, to wink at it. 
I my own frailties modeftiy confefs ; 
And, bluihing, give thofe precepts I tranfgreft ; 
Shall I, with patience, the known iignal hear, 600 

Retire, and leave a happy rival there ! 
What ! tamely fuffcr the provoking wrong,. 
And be afraid to ufe my hands or tongue ! 
Corinna's hufband kifs'd her in my fight;. 
I beat the fancy fool> and feiz'd my right. 605 

I like a fury for my nymph engage, 
And like a mad-man, when I mifs her,, rage.. 
My paflion ftill prevails, convinc'd I yield ! 
He that fubmits to this is better Ikill'd. 

Expofe not,, though you find her guilty flame, 610 
Ldl ihe abandon modcily and ihame ; 

Conceal 
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Conceal her faults, no fecret crimes upbraid j 

Notliiiig *s fo fond as a fufpcfted maid, 

Difcover'd love increafes with defpair, 

When both alikethe guilt and fcandal ihare : 61$ 

All fenfeof modefty they lofe in time, 

Whilftcach cncouragestlie other's crime. 

In heaven this ftory 's fam'd above the reft, 
Amongft th' immortal drolls a (landing jeft : 
How Vulcan two tranfgreflin^ lovers caught, '6«0 

And every god a pleas'd fpeflator brought. 
Great Mars for Venus feh a guilty flame, 
Neglefted war, and own'd a lover's name ; 
To his dcfircs the Queen of Love inclined ; 
No nymph in heaven 's fo willing, none fo kind. -625 
Off the lafcivious fair, with fcornful pride, 
Would Vulcan's foot and fboty hands deride, 
Yet both with decency their paflion bore. 
And modeftly concealM the clofc amoun. 
But by the fun betrayM in their embrace, 
(For what cfcapes the fun's obferving rays?) 
He told th* affronted god of his difgrace. 
Ah foolifli fun ! and much unfkill'd in love 
Thou haft an ill example fet above ! 
Never a fair oflfcnding nymph betray, 635 

She Ml gratefully oblige you every way: 
The crafty fpoufe around his bed prepares 
Nets that deceive the eye, and fecret fnares : 
A journey feigns, th' impatient lovers met. 
And naked were expos'd in Vulcan^s net. • <«4o 

The 
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The gods deride the criminals in chains. 

And fcarce from tears the Queen of Love refrains r 

Nor could her hands conceal her guilty hc€. 

She wants that cover for another place. 

To furly Mars a gay fpe£^ator faid, 64$ 

Why fo uneafy in that envy'd bed ? 

On me transfer your chains ; I '11 freely come 

For your releaie, and fufier in your room. 

At^engthy kind Neptune, freed by thy defires. 

Mars goes for Creu, to Paphos (he retires, 

Their loves augmented witli revengeful fires ; 

Now convcriant with infamy and fhame, 

.They fet no bounds to their licentious flame. 
Bu>» honeft Vulcan., what was thy pretence. 
To a£t fo much unlike a god of (enfe ? 655 

They fm in publick, you the ihame repent, 

Convinc'd that loves increaie with puniihment. 

Though in your power, a rival ne*er expofe, 

Kever his intercepted joys difclofe : 

This I command, Venus commands the iame, 66d 

Who hates the fnares fiie once fuilain'd with (hame. 
What impious wretch will Ceres^ rites expofe. 

Or Juno's iblemm myfteries difclofe 1 

His witty torments Tantalus deierves, , 

That thirds in waves»and viewing banquets ftarres. 665 

But Venus mod in iccrccy delights $ 

Away, ye bablers, from her filent rites ! 

No pomp her myderies attends, no noife ! 

Ko (funding hti£% pcoclaim^ the latent jpys 1 

Wicb^ 
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Wkh folded arms the happy pair poCefii, 

Nor ihould the fopd betraying tongue confers 

Thoie raptures, which no language can expre&* 

When naked Venus cad her robes afide, 

The parts obfcene her hands extended hide : 

No girl on propagating beaAa wiU gaze» 6'75 

But hangs her headt and turns a-way her ^ce. 

We darkened beds and doors for love provide s 

What natuipe cannqt, decent habits hide. 

Love darknefs courts, ^t moft a glimmenng light. 

To raife our joy$, and jufb oblige the fight. 68« 

Ere happy men beneath a roof were laid» 

When oaks provided them with food and (hade 1 

Some gloomy cave received the wanton pair s 

For light too modefl, and unibaded air ! 

From public view they decently retii^d> 685 

And fecretly pcrfomM what love infpir'd. 

Now fcarce a modiih fop about the town. 

But boafts with whom» how oft, and where 'twas done; 

They ta(le no pleafure, reliih no delight. 

Till they recount whatpafs'd the happy night» 69a 

But men of honour always thought it baift. 

To proflitute each kinder nymph'&embraee ; 

To blait her fame,, and vainly hurt biis own. 

And fumifh fcandal for a lewd laxopoon. 

And here I mull fome guilty arts accuie» 

And dtfingenuous (hifts that lovers ufe. 

To wrong the chafte, and innocent abul^. 

When long repuls'd^ they find their couoihtp Taia» 

Hnr character with infamy they (lain : 

3 Deny'd 
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Deny'd her perfon, they debauch her fame, 700 

And brand her innocence with public (hame. 

Go, jealous fool, the injur*d beauty guard, 

Let every door be lock'd, and window barr'd 1 

The fufiering nymph remains expos'd to wrong j 

Her name *s a proftitute to every tongue: 705 

For malice will with joy the He receive. 

Report, and what it wilhes true, believe. 

With care conceal whatever defefts you find, 
To all her faults ieem like a lover l^ind. 
Naked Andromeda when Perfeus view'd, 710 

He faw her faults, but yet pronounc'd them good* 
Andromache was tall, yet fome report 
Her He6^or was fo blind, he thought her fliort. 
At firft what 's naufeous, leffens by degrees. 
Young loves are nice, and difficult to pleafe. 715 

The infant plant, that bears a tender rind. 
Reels to and fro with every breath of wind : 
But (hooting upward to a tree at lad. 
It flems the ftocm, and braves the (Irongefl blaft. 
Time will defe£^s and blemiOies endear, 71* 

And make them lovely to your eyes appear: 
Unufual fccnts at firft may give offence ; 
Time reconciles ihem to the vanquifh'd fenfe : 
Her vices foften with fome kinder phrafe j 
If (he is fwarthytts the negro's face, 
Call it a graceful brown, and that complexion praife. 
The ruddy lafs muft be like Venus fair, 
nQi like Minen'a that has jellow hadu 

V 
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If pale and meagre, praife her flispc and youth> 
A£tive whew fmall, when grofe Ihc '» plump and finooth; 
Every cxcefs by foftening terms drfguifc, 
And in fomc neiglibouring virtue hide each vice, 

]Nor aik her age, cotifult no regifter, 
Uttder whofe reign fhe'*8 born, or what *s the year * 
If fading youth checkers her hair with white, 7 1 5 

Experience makes her perfcdt in delight ; . 
In her embrace fublimcr joy& are found, 
A fruitful foil, and cultivated ground ! 
The hours enjoy whilft youth and pleafurcs laft. 
Age hurries on, and Death purfues too faft. 740 

Or plough the feas, or cultivate the land. 
Or wield the fword in thy adventurous hand : 
Or much in love thy nervous ftrcngth employ. 
Embrace the fair, the grateful maid enjoy ; 
PJeafure .and wealth reward thy pleafing pains, 745 

The labour 's great, but greater far the gains. 
Add their experience in affairs of love. 
For years and pra£lice do alike iraprore j 
Their arts repair the injuries of time, 
Astd fiill preferve them in their charming prime : 75^ 
In varyM ways they aft the pleafure o'er, 
l^ot pifturM pofturcs caninftruft you more. 
They want no courtfhip to provoke delight. 
But meet your warmth with eager appetite : 
Give me enjoyment, when the willing dame . 755 

Glows with dcfuTs, and burns with equal flame. 
I love to hear the foft tranfporting joys^ 
TSbc frequent fighs, th« tender murmuring voice : 

Ff Tp 
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To fee her eyes with vary*^ pleafure move, 

And all the nymph confefs the power of love* 76^ 

l^ature 's not thus indulgent to the young, 

Thefe joys alone to riper years belong : 

Who youth enjoys, drinks crude unready wine. 

Let age your girl and fprightly juice refine, 

fellow their 'i\veet$, and make the tade divine. ^^65 

To Helen who'd, ITermlone prefer, 

Or Gorge think beyond her mother fair : 

But he that covets the experienced dame, 

Shall crown his joys, and triumph in his flame. 

One confcious bed receives the happy pair : ^79 

Hctire, my Mui^ ; the door demands thy care. 
What charmiftg words, what tender things are faid! 
What language Aonvs without.thy ufelefs aid f 
There (hall the roving hand employment find, 
Xnfpire new flames, and make ev'n virgins kmcl. 77^ 
Thus He£bor did Andromache delight, 
He£tor in love vi£^orious, as in fight. 
When weary from the field Achilles came. 
Thus with delays he rais'd Brifeifs' flame. 
Ah, could thofe arms, thofe fatal hands delight, 78* 
Infpire kind thoughts, andraiie thy appetite ! 
Could*ftthou, fond maid, becharm'd with his embrace, 
Stain'd with the blood of half thy royal race ? 

Nor yet with fpeed the fleeting pleafures waile. 
Still moderate your love's impetuous hafte : 78 5 

The baflif ul virgin, though appearing cay. 
Detains your hand« and hugs theprofferM joy^ 

The* 
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Thcii viewher eyes with humid luftre bright, 

Sparkling with rage,' and trembling with delight : 

Her kind c6tnplaihts, her melting accents hear, 79«> 

The eye fhfe charms, and wounds the liftening ear. 

Dcfert not then the cHl^^ftg nymph*^ embtsicc. 

But with her love maintain an equal pace : 

Raiie to her heights the tran^orts of your fouly 

And fly united to the happy goal. 79.5 

pbfcnne thefe f recfipt* when wi^i leiftre" bleft,< 

No threatening fears your private hours moleft ; 

W.hen da6gft: '8 near, ydulr'^He force ciSjil6y^ 

And urge with eager fpeed the hafty joy : 

Then ply your oarsi tfiSh pfSSSR fhts" ad vice, So9 

And ilrain with whip and fpur, to gain the prize. 

• The work *s complete: triumphant palms prepare. 

With flowery wreaths adorn my flowing hair. 

As to the Greeks was Podalirius* art. 

To heal with medicines the aiflifted part: $oJ 

Neftor's advice, Achilles' arms in field, 

Automedon for chariot-driving fkill'd; 

^s Chalchas could explain the myflic bird. 

And Telemon could wield the brandifli'd fword : 

Such to the town my fam'd inftru6tions prove, 8x9 

So much am I renown'd for arts of love: 

Me every youth Ihall praife, extol my name. 

And o'er the globe difFufc m'y lafting fame. 

I arms provide againft the fcornful fair; 

Thus Vulcan arm'd Achilles for the war* 815 

Whatever youth fliall with my aid o'ercome. 

And lead his Amazon in triumph home -, 

Ff» Ler 
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Let him that conquers, and enjoys the dame. 
In gratitude for his inftrufted flame, 
^[nrcribe the fpoils with my aufpicious name. 
The tender girls my precepts next demand : 
Them I commit to a more ikilful hand. Six 
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AN ESSAY ON THE CHARACTEH OP 

SIR WILLOUGHBY ASTON, 
LATE OF ASTON IN CHESHIRE, 1704. 



TO THE LADY CREWE OF UTKINTON. 
MADAM, 

AS when the eagle, with a parent's love, 
Prepares her young to vifit realms above : 
With heaven's fiill luftre Ihe allures him on, 
Fiiil to admire^ and then approach the fun ; , 
Unweary^d he fur\'eys the orb of light, 5 

Charm'd by the obje6l to maintain his flight. 

To you th* a{piring Mufe her labour brings. 
Thus tries its fate, and thus expands her wings : 
Tempted to ^ze on your aufpicious light. 
This hafty birth to you dire£^s its flight ; to 

The beauties of your mind tranfported views. 
Admiring Hngs, and pleas'd her flight purfues. 

Permit thefe loofe, unfiniih'd lines to claim 

The kind protection of your parent* s name : 

* - « Though 
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{ Though void of ornaments, and ever}' grace, 15 

Accept the piece, as facred to your race. 

Where' you behold your great forefathers fame, 

And trace the fprings from whence your virtues came: 

Survey the triumphs, and the honours view, 
cThat by along defcent devolve on you, to 

In vain the Mufe her vanquilh'd pencil tries, 

Where unexhaufted ftopcs of beauty rife : 

Languid and faint her labours muft appear, 

Whilft you tranfccnd her faireft charafter. 

-So bright in you your father's graces ihine, t$ 

And all the virtues of your ancient line ; 

That none with pieafure can the copy view, 

Whilft the original furvives in you. 



XTTHAT man renownM ! whatBritilh worthy's praifc 

^ ^ Infpires the Mufc J and confecrates her lays ! 
Record thy Afton's celebrated name, 
Pifplay his virtues, andtranfmithis fame. 
lUuflrious a£lions to thy care belong, 5 

And form the beauties of heroic fong : 
None c*er appear'd with fo immenfe a ftorc, 
Kor ever grac'd harmonious numbers more. 

Kor ftain, my Mufe, with thy officious tears, 
The bright example for fucceeding years : id 

Whilft others in deje£^ed notes complain. 
Sublime thy fjpng, attempt a nobler ftrain. 
With vcrfe aftu^ge his pious oflT-fpring's care> 
And calm the forrowt of the weeping foir : 

F f 3 Pifpoi 
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pifpel the ^ades that fate untimely {pread , 1 5 

And ceafe to mourn for the immortal dead. 

Where out-ftretch'd Britain in the ocean 's loft, 
And Pee and rapid Mercy bound the coaft ; 
There hills arife with fyivan honours crown'd. 
There fruitful \'ale8 and ihady ftreams abound, lo 

Vot Median groves, not Tempe's boafied plain, 
l^or where Pa£bolu$' lands inrich the main. 
Can yield a pn>fpe£t fairer to the fight, 
I>?or charm with fcenes of more auguil delight. 
,>^ Here Lupus and his warlike chiefs obtainM 15 

Imperial fway, and great in honours reign'd : 
Deriving titles from their (words alone. 
Their laws preicrv'd, and liberties their own. 

As when two fwelling floods their waves oppofc, 
Kor would confound the urns from whence they role : 39 
But by degrees uniting in ailream. 
Forget their fountains, and become the fame. 
Thus drove the Britains with the Norman race, 
Fierce with their wrongs, and confcious of difgrace : 3 5 
^ut when the fury of their arms was o*er, 
Whom third of empire had engag'd before, 
Kow Friendfhip binds, and Love unites themore. 
From whom a longdefcent of worthies ihine,. 
Jufl to the glories of their martial line : 
Admiring Fame their matchlefs force records,. 4» 

Their bounteous minds, and hofpitable boards. 
Where Weever hailens to receive the Dane, 
ilefrefliing with united fb:«ams the plain ; 

A rlfihg; 
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A riftng fabrick, with majeftic grace, 
Demands the tribute orihy lofty praife, 45 

There Allon> fiands conipicuous to the fighti 
To Afton, MuCc, dire£^ thy pkafing flight ! 
From far the pompous edifice behold, 
Juft the proportions, and the ihni6^ure bold. 
Acauty is there with elegance exprefs'd, 50 

Improved with art, with native grandeur blefs'd. 
What nobler obje£l could the worthy 6n6^ 
To fignalize the greatnefs of his mind* r 
Than to adorn, with fb auguft a frame, 
The place that gave his ancefiors a name ? y $ 

Delightful fccne ! thy patron's early care^ 
Who raisM thee up magnificently fair : 
He form'd thy beauties, and cncreas'd thy ftore^ 
Great in thyfelf, but in thy founder mor«. 
' From generous Hudard, whofe viftorious fword 60 
Made Afton ftoop beneath a foreign lord, 
Twenty fucceffive chiefs defcended down ; 
Uluftrious all, and matchlefs in renown. 
When injur'd barons durft by arms rcftrain 
•Their fovereign's pridle, on the embattled plain 1 65 
And rival rofes, with impetuous rage, 
Involved in blood the next defcending age : 
Or when abroad wc nobler conqueils fought, 
For Empire ftrove, for Fame and Beauty fought | 
Their great exploits our Britifh annals graqg^ 70- 

And ancient bards immortalize the race. 
No lineage can a nobler fubjed^ yield, 
Mor gfteaer ihar'd. the triumphs of the field :. 

Ff4 RcnowxkU 
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Rcnown'd in war, by arts ia^dearMto fame, , 

Worthy their highdefcent, and glorious name. t5 

But though fo many pioys worthies join, 
To form the laftre of a noble line : 
Pafs not, ungrateful nymph, neg1e£bd by 
A (hade renownM ! a name that cannot die ! 
,.iiis father's fame with awful fteps puifue, •o 

And raife thy flight with the tranfporting view* 
When loud Sedition call'd him early forth. 
To merit wreaths, and fignalize his worth; 
His bounteous mind fupply'd^he royal pait 
With flowing-fortunes, and a faithful heart. 8^ 

nis fword and pen were drawn in jud defence 
Of fufiering prelates, and an injured prince : 
And as fomc midnight wolf, by hunger prcfs'd. 
With boundlefs fury would the plains infeft ; 
But if he hears the lion*s awful voice, )0 

His head he couches, and contra£ls his paws : 
Thus raging Faftion murm\ir'd in its den, 
Reftrain'd and aw'd by his fublimer pen : 
And when RelaeUion rear*d its guilty head. 
Before hisarms ihe vanquifli'd monfter fled. 95 

Immortal ihade ! to cndlefs ages reft ! 
With joys, that never rebel tafted, blcfb jdi 
As champion for the facrcd'il race of men. 
Accept this tribute from a grateful pen j 
Firm to the church, and loyal to the crown, ' to« 

Is more than fame, and fan£liftes renown. 

Nor wonder then fo many graces jnin'd. 
To form theperfe<5t beauties of his nund i 

He 
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He from his anccftors dcriv'd them -down, 
Icnproving virtues by dcfcent his own. 10$ 

And firft thy Afton*s matchlefs form furvcy. 
From early youth to naturals laft decay x 
The lively features of his beauty trace. 
And give each lineament its native grace. 
/ Orandeur-and fweetnefs in his perlon join'd, x to 

Auguft his preiibnce, and his a^£k kijid j 
His lofty ftature, and diftinguifh'd mien* 
Confefs'd the grcatnefs of a (bul within { 
For generous natures purify their clay, 
•And o'er the body fpread a lucid ray ■: 1 1« 

Through every part informing fpirits fly, 
Difdain reilraint, and fparkle at the eye. 
Such general luftre, fuch reliftlefs grace. 
His limbs adorn'd, and triumphed in his face. 
' But as the earth, in her capacious veins, no 

The fplendid treafure of her mines contains : 
With fading flowers (he paints theiur^ace o'er^ 
But inward (bines with unexhaufted (lore ; 
So lovely forms are on mankind befl.ow'd, 
Onl y to dignify the foul's abode : 125 

Within the beams of fparkliag wit we find, 
The charms of fenie, and treafures of the mind. 
Indulgent Nature thus her bounty fliow'd. 
Thus every (hining faculty beftow'-d : 
iWith floras inrich*d his intelled^ual feat, 130 

And form'd the luftre of his mind compleat. 

Where aged Cham in fam'd meanders flows, 
Hii early yguth a foft retirement cho(c : 

To 
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To reft beneath the venerable ihadc, 

Where Spenfer fung, and Cowley's Mufe was laid. 13^ 

Propitious Nature had prepar'd before, 

A mind tenacious of the learned flore r 

The flowing fprings of knowledge to receive. 

And take impreffions faf^as art could give.. 

' Aufpicious Cham>r not all thy boafted nee 140 

Of tuneful youths, that celebrate thy praife; 
That in the vanous ipheres of learning ihine, 
Belov 'd by Phoebus and' the facred Nine ; 
With nobler wreaths did e'er thy temples ciowb^ 
Onadd, like him, to thy diffiis'd renown.. 14$ 

And next the flowing robe employed. his care,. 
And bulky volumes of the painful bar : 
Though wealth and fame the toilfomefearch attend,. 
Yet he pudiied it for a nobler end*. 
Obfcure and- intricate our laws appear,. i $0 

Perplex'd with conmients that ihould make them cliear:' 
His jufticethrough die gloomy mifts furvey'd,. 
And Rcaibn found by fubtleties betray M ; 
With Eloquence he fmooth'd the nigged way, 
^nd fcatter'd fhades with Judgment's piercing ray. 1*5$^. 

He Nature in her dark receiTes fought. 
And with Philofophy fubHm'd his thought. 
In all the various parts of learning ikiird» 
That Grecian fages, or the Roman, yield : 
He from the ancients drained their ncheH florey. >6o 

Refining flill with wit Ae fyuVling ore«. 
Nor did he want the lyre^s harmonious lbund». 
Whofe pleafing accents ail his. labours c{owa*d r- 
» * 3 The 
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The tuneful lyre, that charms us with delight. 
Repels our cares, and glads the tedious night ; 1^5 

ReHrains our pailions, calms our furious rage. 
The joy of youth, and die relief of age. 
His piercing faculties, ferenely bright^ 
Let inward to the foul dUtin£ier light : 
His fenfes exquifite, and reafon found. 
Surmounted all the obfUcles they found. 
In knowledge vers'd, in leaming*s depths profound. 
Nor were his hours to books alone confin'd^. 

His perfon was accompti(h*d as his mind r 

He us'd his weapons with admired fuccefsf 175 

Excel I'd in courtfliip, and a kind addrefs.. 

Whether he urg'd the courfer to hisfpecd,. 

Or temper'd, with his ikiil, the fiery ileed ; 

When foaming at the ring he fpurns the fands^ 

Repeats hi» ilrokes, and launches as- he. ftands : iSqf 

With grateful gcflure he did each command. 

And ply'd his reins with an inftru6live hand*. 

Or whether,, to the fportive dance inclin'd. 

In lively raeafures he the concert join 'd :- 

None ever mov'd with more majeftic pace, (85; 

^how'd greater art, or nK)re becoming grace 
His flowing wit, with folid judgment joia*d. 

Talents united rarely in a mindv 

Had all- the graces and engaging arty. 

That charm the ear and captivate the heart. 1:9a 

Vo pointed iatire, nor morofe difdain, 

Allay'd the pltefure of his words with pain t 

Hi» 
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His inofiVnfive tongue, from ilander free, 

From Flattery's vice, or blafted Calumny ; 

Knew all^thc fprings that fecret paifions move, 19 5 

Raife admiration, orinfpire with love. 

Sententious ^nd inftru£tive his difcourfey 
He urgM his rcafons with refiUlcrs force. 
A lively eloquence adorn'd his thought. 
And happy turns of wit occurr'd unfought : 209 

Expreflave words his flowing fenfe convey'd, 
Jull were his thoughts, and powerful to perfuade. 

But, goddefs, now a nobler fccne furvey, 
^xpand thy wings, thy brighteft charms difplay ! 
What various beauties here difbra£l thy fight ! X05 

What virtues that furmount thy towering flight ! 
As namelefs ftars, that form the galaxy. 
With undiflinguifh'd luflre gild the iky ; 
So ihone the graces that adorn'd his mind. 
And with concentered rays their beauties join'd : 2i« 
Whofe lucid numbers but repel thy fight. 
And, thus united, form one glorious orb of light. 

His riper years to wifdom he apply'd, 
Each path purfued, and every conquefl: try*d : 
Wifdom, the darling attribute alone, 215 

By which, th' Almighty 's more diftindlly known : 
And, when contra6i:ed to a narrow fpan, 
Becomes the noblefl faculty of man. 
t Through books he trac-d her in the pleaftng chace, 
Ranfack'd their (lores, and ftill maintaia'd his pace. 220 
With crowds, and bufy men, he ftrove to find 
The flying fair, the objciSb of his mind : 

Through 
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Through fpeciou« arts, through all their vain difguife. 

He (aw, diftinguifli'd, and obtain'd the prize. 

* ".His mind, with each (uperior talent fraught, 225 

For councils form'd his entcrprizing thought : 

Quick of difpatch, difcreet in every truft, 

Rigidly honeft, and feverely juft. 

Though kindnefs in his generous bo(bm reign*d, 

Th* dignity of power he ftill maintain'd : 2$^ 

None e*er difcharg'd affairs with more addrefs, 

Serv'd better public pofts, or fought them Icfs. 

His conftancy appeared in every flate, 
Fix'd and unmov'd as the decrees of fate : 
Wo fluftuating doubts his mind diftrcfs'd, 23^ 

Nor (hook the ftrong foundations of his breaft. 
His rcfolution bore him (^i!I above 
The ralh cfTefts of enmity or love : 
Firm on the bafis of himfclf he flood. 
Of 1*1 ght tenacious, permanent in good. 240 

Hence flowM a courage unallay'd with fear, 
A mind undaunted, and a confcience clear : 
With innocincc and virtue for a guide, 
Succefsfuliy he ftem'd th' impetuous tide. 
Iqtrepid thus he revolutions bore, 245 

Nor deviated froni paths he trod before ; 
The power of fortune ftill difdainM to own, 
Nor courted fmiles, nor funk beneath her frown. 

He ferv'd his country, with regards above 
The xommon views of mercenary love : 2 50 

His paflTion fuch, if not extended more, 
As pious Romans to their Latium borc« 
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No fpeciou$ kin^nefs popularly feign'd, 

By intereft raised, or with ambition ftain'd : 

The tender piety bis adlions lhow*d, 255 

From duty, fprung, from fond affe^ion flow'd. 

Untainted vvitii the ftain of either vice, 
Of lavifli wafte, or grafping avarice : 
Nor fqander d wealth, nor with a Ibrdid bread: 
^ondcmn'd to hoards the treafures he pO0efs'd* %S9^ 

His hofpitaWe roof, with plenty ftor*d. 
Enjoyed the blelTrngs of a fmiling board : 
Heaven, that had blefs'd him with a lajrgeincreafei 
'Gave him a foul dcferving to poffefs. 

< The £athefs loyalty descended down, 2^0 

Endear'd by fufferings, to his rival fon. 
As Hannibal purfued the Roman (late. 
With double portions of his father's hate : 
Such fix'd averfion in his bofom ijsrung, 
And ai m'd his foul againft our factions, young { 270 
A murder'd piince, and flaughter'd parent's fate. 
On the rebellious race entail'd bis hate : 
Firm to the crown his duty he retained, 
And o*er his heart his rightful monarch reign'd. 

View beauties yet of a fublimer kind^ 27$ 

The heavenly ofF-fpring of a pious mind : 
Charms that from innocence and virtue flow. 
That to religion all their fpiendor owe j 
Where no obfcuring fpots their luftre hide. 
By crimes untainted, undefonn'd with pride. 2 to 

Blefs'd Charity, the pure etherial ray. 
That heaven itfelf xloes to our brcails convey ; 

la 
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In larger portions to his bofom came» 

And o'er his foul diffused a ftrongcr flame. 

Iir him the wretched always found relief, 28^ 

Patron of w<int, rcdreffer of their grief : 

To him th' affli6Vcd never fued in vain, 

He felt their miferies, and-cas'd their pain. 

In midft of plenty free from fenfual vice, 

Dilor more indiilg'd than nature would fufHce s ^99 

The calm and equal temper of his ibul , 

IDid every guilty appetite control ; 

Within their womb the vicious feeds fupprefs'd, 

^nd flrangkd forming paiTions in his breaft. 

The Church in him«€njey*d a faithful fon, it9 j 

"Whofe duty with his early years begun : 
A virtuous life his juft obedience fhow*dj 
And from religion his affection flow'd; 
X.ong application fix'd his heart fecure, 
Jfc iearch'd her do^bines, and he found them pure. 3 oof 

The liturgy employed his daily care, 
His public worihip, and his private prayer: 
To all its rites conformity he paid, 
The fervice lor'd, and difcipline obey'd. 
Such ftrong devotion, fuch ceUflial fire, 30^ 

Inflam'd his heart, and did hi« breail inipire-: 
As if religion had engrofs'd the whole, 
And heaven remain*d the obje£k of his foul. 

Defcend, my Mufe ; here ilop thy pleating flight, 
3icar mournfi:^ prorpe£);s, gloomy fhadcs of night. 3 1» 
Attend the laft expiring fcene of life, 
A painful conflidi^ and unequal flrife t 

Where 
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Where Nature langurlhes beneath the weight 

Of racking torments, and approach'ing fate. 

\Vfth matchlefs patience, and undaunted mind, 5 14 

He bore hisanguilli, and his Co\i\ refign*d : 

As he the glorious profpeft kept in view, 

And our old uiewld rejeftcd for the new. 

The bounteous heavens their fruitful bicffings fhtd. 
And cha{l6 Lucina cn>wn*d his noptiatbed : 31%- 

From whence a fair and numerous off-iprmg camey 
7 he happy pledges of a mutual flame. 
From warlike Hudard, founder of his race, 
7'wenty renown'd de£:ent8 his lineage graces 
And from hi» loins eompkat the number fprungy 32c 
For every anceftor a fmiling young. 

The happy hufband of a matchlefs dame, 
Endear'd by virtues, and unblemifh'd fame r 
No guilty paflion ever claimed a part, 
Theconfortof his bed engrofsMhis heart. 330 

As two fair tapers bum with equal flame, 
l^heir heatproportion'd, andthcjr light the famet 
And though by flow dcgree^they both decline. 
Both to the laft with the fame luflre (hiner 
Sirch equal flames infj^r'd the happy pair,- ' 335 

Mutual their paflions, and the fame their care ; 
Though years expir'd, and youth confum'd away. 
Their fond aflfeftions never felt decay. 

As when the fun our hemifphcre reiigns, 
He leaves us light, and by rcflcdbion ihines : 340 

And when the glooiny interval is o*er, 
He rifcs bright and gloxious as before* 

Such 
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Such likenefs in his fucceiibr we find» 

Left as the image pf himfelf behind ; 

\yilh all the virtues of bis race endued ; 34S 

The happy father's in the fbn renewed. 

Methinks I fee a pompous tomb arife. 
Beauteous the form, magnificent the (ize : 
Enchas'd with ore» with we) 1- wrought marble made, 
Wonhy the artift, and the glorious ihade. 350 

Crowds of officious angels weep around. 
With lamps extjnguifh'd, and their robes unbovind ! 
With heads reclin'd, and drooping wings they mourn. 
Formed to fuHain, and grace the ponderous urn. 

In abje6t poftures, and a flowing drefs, 355 

Foflures that love and tendernefs exprefs : 
The facred Nine furround the ipacious tomb. 
And fpread infe£^ious forrows o'er the dome; 
Their lyres unflrung are thrown negle£ted by, 
And fcatter'd wreaths in jufl difbrder lie. 3^0 

High in the midll is his effigies plac'd, 
Theboaftof art, with every beauty grac'd. 
Advancing age in every line appears, 
And ihades his brow with honourable years : 
Juft to his form, his looks diifembled right, 365 

With joy detain the fond rpe£tator*s fight. 
Defcending Phoebus crowns the upper fcene. 
His arm extended with triumphant green : 
The facred wreath around his brows to place. 
And fhedding on him the paternal rays. 3 70 

In vain, alas ! we maufoleums raife, 
Statues ered; and pyramids of praife : 

G g A DO- 
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A nobler monument remaiiis behind, 

The lively image of his generous mind. 

The facred pile raisM by his pious care» 3 7 $ 

Magnificent with coft, with order fair ; 

Adom'd with all that lavifli art could give. 

To late pofterity fhati make him live. 

This (hall difiufehis celebrated name. 

More than the hundred tongues of bufy fame : 38^ 

His memory from dark oblivion fave. 

Elude hii fate, and triumph o'er the grave* 
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